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8 C E N E. a Tavern. 


Enter FREEMAN and Mixum. 


MYR EY day! here's a clutter 
of Curſes againſt Rogues 


* 


with as hot a Zeal againſt 


Vhore againſt Lewdneſs. 

Mixam. O, Sir, this is ſuch a. rin of 
oguery. not of my own, Sir, no, no, 
f Vizards, that Root and Branch of all 
illany: Hear me, Sir, this ſame Vizard, 
ho T verily believe could cheat a Jeſuit, 
nd make an Aſs of the Devil, comes into 
y Houſe laſt Night, with a Ene-Bewle z 


ays he, in a Whiſper, M;xum;"my Fortune 


s made, this is a I. of Rank and Riches; 
hom I have this Day married; upon 
1 8 which 


and Cheats! why thou rails 


Villany, as a demure 


rr 


\ 


CY 2 
which I was full of Reſpect, o' courſe; he 
beſpoke an elegant Supper; in a trice the 
Table ſmoak'd with Wild Fowl, they ſoon 
devour'd the firſt and ſecond Courſe, Wine 
in Abundance drank, I was jocund; then 
he flips a twenty Pound Bill into. my Hand, 
and bids me take my Reckoning; I ſuſ- 
pecting nothing, return'd him full Change 
jor his Bill, and retir'd to make mine; ſends 
in a blind Harper to detain them longer, he 
cries, © Muſick is the Food of Love, play 
3 < on,” the Harper tunes up, my Drawer is 

beckon'd to withdraw, and you know when 
| there is a Woman in Company it is Sam's 
** Place to wink and vaniſh, 
= Free. Doubtleſs, Sir, that was but civil. 
[ Mix. Well, Sir, this precious Pair, be- 
Y ing left in the Room with the Harper, 
whoſe Eyes Heaven had clos'd, from be- 
holding fuch Villany, ſilently opens the | 
back Caſement, quietly packs up my Plate, 
clzverly thruſts the Woman out of the 
Window, dextrouſly conveys himſelf after ; 


che eyeleſs Harper plays on ſtill, till Sam 

enters with, Dye call, Sir? but out, alas, 

the Birds were flown, and Neſt of Plate 

alſo; then Lamentations rent the Air, the 
Drawer made the Houle ring, my Wife 
3 bawls, I thunder and kick the Boys like a 
Fury, and all of us curſe the blind Harper 
do the Devil: In this Confuſion, I bethjnk | 
I myſelf of the twenty Pound Bill, and ſcour 
k e 4 away 
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wav to the Bankers to ſecure the Caſh, but 
Os cruel Fates, the Bill was forg'd, I was 
Nriz d, Vizard not to be found, I brought 
n guilry of F. and got villity'd and 
Pillory'd anc. p*1ccd with rotten Eggs, and 
' Wall for being cheated; but tho' he*ſcapes me 
now, yet I ſtil] comfort myſelf with ſeeing 
him hang'd, in Hemp of his own beating. 
'8 [ Exeunt. 


SCE N E, the Street, 
Enter Vizard. 


Viz. A plague confound all Gaming, E 
think the Devil's in the Dice, what I get 
like a Rogue, I loſe like a Fool ; let me ſee, 
S this Neſt of Plate that I bilk'd Miæum, that 
Rogue of a Vintner, of, fetch'd me thirty 
Pounds, and laſted me juſt three Hours at 
Hazard, and this ſingle Simon my whole 
Eſtate. O yonder comes a Barber, his Im- 
plements may fetch me a Dinner. 


Enter Soloman. 


Well met my Lad, where art going. 
5 Sol. T am a going to ſhave Mr. Mixum, 
"rat OH 3 
Viz. T am glad I met thee, I was juſt 
a going to thy Maſter'ss _ | 
Sol. I believe you mean my Father's, Sir. 
Viz. Ay, Ay, thy Father's, thou art: a 
very pretty Boy, I have heard my Friend 
Mixum commend thee. | 
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© Sol. He is my Godfather. 3 
' Viz. He is fo, and thy Name is — odfo, I 
that I ſhould forget — 4 
Sol. Soloman, my Name, Sr. is Soloman Z 


| 11 

Smack. [ 
Vis. Ay, Solomon, I knew it was. ſome Wt 
| wiſe Name, I was juſt going to my Friend Wh 
| Smacksto borrow his Baſon, Ball, and Razor, In 
1 for I laid a Wager I could ſhave Mr. Mixun, 
4 and he not know it; a Frolick, my Lad, t. 
| nothing but a Frolick, ſo Fl take thy 1 
; Things, and in the mean Time, prithee call 11 
| a Coach; for thy Godfather, and I, ſhall MF © 
go to receive ſome Money, as ſoon as I-have MY « 


ſhav'd him; and here's Sixpence for thee * 
to ſtay with the Coach. till we come. E 
$0]. I chank you, Sir, but what ſhall I i - 
do for my: Things? 2 E | 
Viz. 1 will leave them at thy Godfather 3. 
[ Exit Sol. 
This is lucky; if I could cheat this Rogue 
Mixum ſix Days in a Week, I ſhould keep 
my Inclination wholly to remember him on 
the ſeventh, If I don't ſhave him in more 
= Senſes than one, I ſhall think my Wir as 
dull as the Back of my Razor. [ Exit. 


} * . SCENE, a Tavern. 


Enter Mixum and his Wi ife. 
BH . Wife. Here's the Money, I ara (ure it is 
| right, Forty two Pounds. 7 
a 1 [ Lays down the Bag. 1. 
| 3 2 Mix. 
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(5) 
= Mix. Well, I muſt go taſte fome Wines 
that are juſt landed, and PI] call at Mr. Bur- 
B-i/'s, and fend home the Punch-bowl. 

u if. In truth Husband, I am tired of 
the Trade we drive, when I call to mind 
how abominably we cheat, truly it afflicts 
my Conſcience. | 
Mix. Conſcience ! what a devil have we 
to do with Conſcience, don't we keep a 
Tavern, go, go, mind ycur Bufineſs, you 
had beſt, and to mend the Matter, ſcore 
double in the Devil's Name; talk of Con- 
ſcience when we have got an Eſtate —— 
Enter Vizard. | 

; Viz, Sir, I am come to ſhave you, I am 
1 Mr. Smack's Man. 
Mix. But where is my Godſon, he us'd 
to ſhave me. | 

Viz. Sir, he's gone to ſhave Mr. Spintent 
the Lecturer, but my Maſter thought you 
might be im Haſte, fo ſent me to ſhave 
you. | | 
Mix. What's your Name Friend? 

Viz. Timothy Perigrine, Sir, — Will you 
pleaſe to ſit down. _ | | 
He fits, Vizard puts the Cloth round his Necł. 
Mix. How long have you been a Barber, 
Friend? a l!!! N 

Viz; About a Year, Sit. 

Mix. What then you ſerv'd no time to it. 

Viz. No indeed Sir, I am glad to do 
any thing for an honeſt Livelihood; a wag- 
3 OT) | A 3 | 2885 ging 
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ging Hand you know, Sir, is getting a | N 


Penny. . [ Raiſing a Lather. 
Mix. What Buſiaeſs was you brought 
up to. 


*Yiz. The Sea, Sir, to plow the Ocean. 
Mix. And how came you to leave the 
Sea-faring Life? ; 

Viz. Ill Fortuhe; Sir; that often attends ? 
the Induſtrions. + 4 

Mix. What was ic? let's hear; theſe Sea 
Voyages are diverting. 
- Viz. Are they ſo? then faith I'll try if 1 
can make one for you. [47 ade. 

Why Sir, in my firſt unfortunate Voyage | 
we was Chac'd- by three Algerine Mc. | 
and being deep laden found it impoſſible to 
eicape; now I having heard what a miſera- 
ble thing it was to be a Slave, choſe rather | 
to venture the Sea than be took Priſoner ; | 
with this Reſolution, I prevail'd on the | 
Cooper of our Ship to barrel me up in | 
Cask, clap a ſound Cork into the Bung- 
hole, and fling me overboard ; no ſooner |} 
ſaid put done, there was I in the vaſt | 
Ocean toſs'd about for nine Days ſucceſ- 
ſvely, till I was like to periſh with Hunger, 
for I eat nothing all that time, but fix Biſ- 
quets which I luckily had in my Pocket 
be fore -thofe terrible Pirates: Well, 
while I in this Condition, a Dutch Man 
of War fail!dialong, and ſpying a Barrel 
floating, they 2 out their Boat and 
| "I 
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La indeed! — how didſt thou ſcape at 
la 2 | 1 * 


well be drown'd as famiſh'd ( for. by this 
time T had not ſo much as a: Nail of the 


(7) 

brought me aboard, I was not able to ſpeak, 
but I heard them diſputipg what it ſhould 
be that was in the Barrel; one ſaid it was 


Butter, another ſaid Beef, and ſome ſaid it 
was Oatmeal, but to- be, ſatisfied they call'd 


the Cooper to ſtrike: cut the Byng; when 


the Bung was out there iſſued ſuch a Fume, 


that they all agreediit ſtunk like the Devil: 
At length, ape. unfortunate Fellow more 
daring than the reſt; thruſt his Hand in to 
feel what it was, I ſnatch'd his Fore-finger 
and Thumb in my Mouth, and whipt em 
clever off in an Inſtant, ( for I was con- 
ſumed hungry) with that the Fellow bel- 


low'd gut, and ſwore it was the Devil, 


ram the Bung iato the Barrel again, and 


tols'd me overboard. bs T 


Mix. Ods my Life, that was very ill 


Viz. Providence preſerv'd me, Sir; I 
roll'd upon the Billows in this Barrel twelve 
Days longer, and had no Suſtenance but the 
Dutchman's Fore-finger and Thumb—hold 


up your Head, Sir — 


Mix. Twelve Days, O the Devil, that 


could never be, Tim. 


Viz. Tis true, upon my Honeſty, well, 


at length my faichful Barrel was flung aſhore, 


ſo I pondering with myſelf that I might as 


Man's 
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Man's Finger left ) I burſts out the Bung, 
and putting my Head out for the Benefit of 
freſh Air, I ſaw I was caſt aſhore in Green- 
land, tor caſting my Eyes round I fpy'd a 
huge white Fox, come ſcowering down the 
Sea- ſide, at a monſtrous Rate; with that I 
Skulk'd my Head into my Barrel again, 
knowing it to be a Beaſt of Prey — 
Mix. A huge white Fox! how big migh 
this Fox be? | 
_ Viz, Something bigger than a large 
Flanders Mare, Sir, — well he came-thun- 
dering down to the Barrel, and ſmelling 
me out, he began to roar like a Lion, but 
by good Providence, that very Moment, a 
Fly as big as a Partridge, ſtung him on 
the Buttocks, he whisks round to rub himſelf 
againſt the Barrel, his Tail got 'a-croſs the 
Bung-hole, I clap't faſt hold on't with both 
my Hands; the Fox in a terrible Fright, 
fell a galloping as if the Devil was at his 
Tail, and hurried the Barrel with me in it, 
for three and twenty Miles over Hedges and 
Dicches, through Marſhes and Woods, 
overturning all before him; till at laſt 
running full Speed between two Trees, 
that ſtood pretty cloſe together, the Barrel 
ſtav'd all to pieces. nt 
Mix. So, that was good Luck; then you 
got quit of the Fox. 1 
Viz. No, Sir, no; my Hands, with graſp- 
ing the Fox's Tail ſo violently all W 
- II. | our- 
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8 oſſibly open them. Well, away the Fox 
5 Ber ſter than ever, now he was light- 
88 en'd of the Barrel, and in an Inſtant dragg d 
a me twelve Miles and a half further. When 
1 be arrived at the Brink of a vaſt deep Ri- 


ver, he plunges in direMy, and fell a ſwim- 
> ming with me at his Taf. Now a lucky 
Thought came into my Head, to be re- 
venged of him for leading me this Dance; 


the River, I ſuddenly plunged down to the 
very Bottom, and calmly ſate me down at 
my Eaſe, with his Tail in my Hand. He 
pants and ſtruggles to get looſe, but all in 
vain, I held him down while there was any 
Signs of Life. #f! eee ne 
Mix. O Tim! this muſt be a Gun. 

Vjz,, Every Word true, or may this 
Shaving: de my laſt. 80, Sir, up comes I, 
ſwims aſhore; and gets to a Port, where I 
found an Engliſh ow and came over to 
England in her. hut your Eyes, Sir, or 
my Ball will make em ſmart. | 
Mix. Ay, ay.— Why, Tim, I find you 
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ver in the Popifſh Countries? | 

Viz. Yes, Sir, I have been in moſt Parts. 
In Italy J was once treated very handſome- 
ly, by a Monk of Loretto, with a delicious 
Haſty-pudding, made of the Milk of St. 
Lute's Cow, thicken'd with a Pound of the 
Chaos: Mix. 


* 


Journey, was clench'd fo faſt, I could not 
* 


ſo when he was juſt got to the middle of 


have been a great Traveller: Was you ne- 
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Mix. Plha! a pox Tim, you talk like a 
Traveller now. | {if 
.. Vis. Why, Sir, I hope you don't think I 
lye.— O dear, Sir, there are a Multitude 
of venerable Reliques in all their Churches.-- 
1 myſelf ſaw the very identical Shoes in 
Which St. Ignatius walk'd barefoot to Feru- 
ſalem. Nay, Sir, I ſaw the Horſe-ſhoe that 
was wore by the Horſe, that fed with the 
Mare, that foal'd the Foal, that became the 
Horſe, that begot the Mare, that was Dam 
of the Colt, that grew the Steed, that 
brought. the Boy, that knew the Woman, 
that had ſeen the Man, that his Father told, 
that he ſaw the Lady of Loretta's Chappe! 
fly from Zudea into Italy. Liz 1 „ 

Mix. Ha, ha, ha, What a Bead-roll of 
Men, Horſes, Mares, and Horſe-ſhoes, haſt 
thou ſputter'd forth ! | 

Viz. O Sir, I aſſure ye theſe are great 
Curiolities. Why, Sir, this was the very 
firſt Horſe-ſhoe that ever kept Witches out 
of Houſes ; Take Time by his Fore- 
lock of Hair, he is bald behind, ſays the 
wiſe Man, I muſt leave the Vintner in 
the Suds | Aide, takes the Bag, and exit. 

Mix. O plague, Tin, this muſt be a de- 
viliſh Lie. Come, make haſte tho“; 
thou haſt got a damn'd ſtrong Memory, 
ſure, to retain ſuch a Heap of Lies, and 
pour em forth off Hand ſo pat; Ha, ha. 
ha; there's thy Barrel and white Fox, thy 


(611) 
Haſty- pudding thicken'd with the Chaos, 
and blended with the Milk of St. Luke's 
Cow; and then the Genealogy of thy 
Horle ſhoe; Why what a Devil, doſt thou 
take me to be ſuch an Aſs to believe all 
this,. Ha, ha, ha. -——- But come, 
why don't you ſhave me? — Why Tim, 


j I ſhall be blind with winking. —— im, 


why Tim, why doſt not ſpeak— O Lord! 
my Heart miſgives me! — Gone! — O the 
Devil! my Money! — Wife! — Wife! — 
why Wife — \ 
Enter Wife. 
I fe. Hey day! What a Noiſe you make, 
Husband? What ail you ? 
Mix. Where's this curs'd Barber ? 
Wife. Why he's juſt gone out. — Are 
you not trim'd then? | 
Mix. Trim'd! Yes, yes, I am trim'd, 
with a Vengeance: —— Did you take the 
Money off the Table? 
wy I take the Money? No, indeed, 
not I. 
Mix. O the Devil! I have wink'd to a 
fine Purpoſe. + h 
Enter Soloman. | 
Sol. Give me your Bleſſing, pray God- 
father. | 
Mix. My Bleſſing! the Devil broil thy 
Heart, Where's your Father's Man? 
£ Sol. My Father keeps no Man, Godfa- 
cher. 


Mix. 


(12) 
Mix. Godfather! thou Devil's Son! who 
was it trim'd me? | 3 
$01. Lord, Sir, I don't know the Gentle- 
man ; he borrow'd my Baſon and Razors, 
as he ſaid, for a Erolick. | Rig 
Mix. Frolick My Money, my two 
and Forty Pounds gone in a Frolick! — 
It muſt be that curſed: Vizard; Who the 


Devil would have ſuſpected him in a Bar- 


bers Skin? Zoons! if I catch him, II 
ſtrangle him with my own Hands. —— 
Wife. Nay, prithee Honey ſweet Hus- 
band, have Patience. „ 
Aix. Patience, with a Vengeance! Yes, 
a Plague on you, you could cry Patience, 
ſweet Honey, when I caught Zack Raki/h 
and your . patient Ladyſhip upon the blue 
Squab Couch, in the red Room. | 
Fife. Good Husband, take Heart; III 
lay the Devil, but T'1l recover this Lofs ; 
11 ſcore double and trebble for a Month, 
with a good Conſcience. | 
Mix. Who the Plague could have ſu- 
ſpeed ſuch ill Luck to Day? I got out of 
Bed backward too this Morning.— Well 
I'll caſt up my Accounts, make myfelt 
merry, and then fairly go and hang myſelf. 
The Devil take the Barber; and his white 
Fox together. . [Exeunt. 
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Scene the Street. 
Enter Vizard, 5 
Viz. Well, there is certainly a Fate at- 


tends thoſe of my Profeſſion: I that am fo 
great a Maſter of the Art of Circumven- 


tion, am nevertheleſs bilk'd by every ant 
c 


and over-reach'd by tawdry, halt-witte 
Whores. 5 | 


Enter Mixum, and a Goldſmith's Boy, with 
a Silver Punch Bowl. 

Mix. Now Fervas, beſure you give this 

Bowl into my Wife's own Hands; let no 


Trick, nor Wile, prevail on you to part 
with ic to any other. I am in continual 
Fear of that confounded Vizard ; bur it 


ever I catch him, Zoons ! Ill play the De- 
vii with him. „ [ Exit ambo. 

Viz. Curſes fattens.the Fox. — Friend 
Mixum, you want trimming again ; my 


Z Mouth waters at that Punch-Bowl; to bite 


this Vintner, I hold meritorious, and will 
proceed to plot for his Plate, not having 


the Fear of Tyburn before my Eyes. [ Exit. 


Enter Mrs. Mixum, with the Punch- Bowl, 
ud the Goldſmith's Boy. 


Wife. zs very well, Fervas ; my pro- 


3 found Reſpects to your Miſtreſs; I acknow- 


{edge the Receipt of this. Profound Re- 
ſpects 
tis to haye a fine 2 to be brought 
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here's an Expreſſion! — This 
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up in a Tavern: I let them fee that I cel 
as good Company as any She within Lon- 
gon Walls—Fare thee well, Zervas. 3 
[ Exit Jervas. 4 


Enter Vizard, like a Goldſmith's Prentice, 
with a Fole of Salmon. I 
Viz. A fair Hour to you, Madam. 3 

Wife. A fine Compliment that! —I'll ler 
it down.——A beautiful Thought to you, | 
Sir. ; 

Viz. Madam, Mr. Baris, my Malter, 
has ſent you a Jole of Salmon, and de- 
ſigns to come home with your Husband, 
to Supper, to ſeaſon your new BowI; and 
your Husband, Madam, deſires you would 
tend the Bowl back by me, to have 5 1 
Arms engraven on it, which he forgot be 
fore. b 
Wife. By what Token, Friend? — Naz 7, 4 
I have a Wit= 4 

Viz. By the Token he was left in che 
Suds this Morning. 

Wife. An ill Token, but a true one.— i 
Here, take the Bowl, and tell them, I ex-i 
pea *em with Impatience. [Exit Viz. 1 

Sam, Sam, why Sam, are you deaf? 


Enter Sam. 


Fam. Here, here, 9 1 _ | 
Wife. Quick] ickly, lay the t 
and N EY Loa bfg Ro ee: and 
Forks 2 Plates, And get * Thing 
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Seady.,—— There, there, that's well; 


the 


ompany will ſoon be here. ¶ Enter Mix- 


7 II-) O are you come, Husband? Where 


Mie they? 


Mix. Hey dey! Hey dey ! What's here? 


* } Feaſt going forward, and in my beſt Par- 


Noth | 
and 
hing 


2 „ 6 * 
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ZTome ? 


7 
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Pour? Whoſe Treat, Peg 4 ? Whoſe Treat? 
nice, 


Wife. Prithee leave _— Are * 


Mix. Come, who come? 

Wife. Lord, how ſtrange you make it? 

Mix. Strange! What's ſtrange? Is the 

oman mad? 

Wife. Je. Wins 70 know of no Body that 
Went us a Jole of Salmon, do you? and ſaid, 


+ They d come to Supper? i 


Mix. Ha ! Salmon! Huſh, not 1, huſh, 
Whey have miſtaken the Houſe; let's cat ic 
p quickly, before they return; come, 


| ome, ſit down, Wife; — ſome good Luck 
Pet.—Faitb, I never reliſh'd Salmon better 


l In my Life; —'tis delicious F- ceding, free- 
ect. [ Fating greedily.] = 


Wife. Husband, ate you mad? Won't 
you (tay till Mr. Burniſb comes? Don't you 


now he ſent the Fiſh? 
| Mix. No, I ſay no [Still eat; fat. ] 


Wife. And that his Man, who brought 


Ir, faid he would be here to Supper? 


+ 

by 5 

va 
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oe: [ ſay, no, no, no, no. [ Eats greedily.] 
Wife. And hanſel my new Bowl? 
Mix. No, no, no. [Eat * ] 6 
| Wife. 


(16) . "= 
Il ife. And did not you order him to fetch 
the Bowl back? 7 
Mix. | Starts, and lays down bis Knife.) 
Ila! back? | BH 
II ife. That your Arms might be engraved Wl 
on' ; 1 
Mix. O Lord! # 
Wiſe By the Token you was left in the 
Suds this Morning ? 6 -| 
Mix, O! O! O] i 
Wife. And fo I ſent it back.—<Nay, if I } 
bear the Blame, F 
Mix O I am ſhot! And is the Bowl 
gone, departed, defunct? ha? 
Mie. Gone? yes ſure, *tis gone. | 
Mix. IT will never pray more, abandon | 
all Remorſe ; on Horror's Head, Horrors 
accumulate, Hear me, thou Plague to 
Mortal, thou Wife thou; if I have not my 
Bowl again, I will ſend thee to Hell, and 
then go to a Conjurer, and if he fails to get 
it again, I'll have the Devil raiſed, .before | 
J lole it. Exit. 
Wife. Bleſs me! how fearfully he talks. 
Enter Vizard. f 
Liz. I muſt have my Salmon again, I 
cannot afford this old Rogue ſo nice a Bit, 
*rwill ſeaſon my Punch rarely. Now for a 
Maſter- piece. Fair Miſtreſs, 4 
Wife. O Sir! have I caught you? Sam, 
faſten all the Doors Keel 
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Viz. Softly, ſoftly, good Miſtreſs, you 
all know all. A very good Jeſt, i' faith; 


WW warrant you was ſadly frighted ; your 
Musband's a Wag; he's gone to our Houle, 
aughing till he's ready to burſt. The Bow!'s 


_ 
"7 


afe enough, and brim full of Punch. Come 
way preſently, and give me the Salmon, 
to carry before: You are to ſup at our 


Houſe. 


Wife. Praiſe the Powers 'tis no worſe; 


W bur he did ill to fright me ſo; he has put 
every Part about me into a Conſtellation. 


nere take the Salmon. [ Exit Viz.] Well, 


[ was never ſo fluſter'd in my Life: How 
my Heart beats yet! — Here, Sam, lend 


Betty with my Hood and Scarf and Gloves, 
quickly, quickly. 


Enter Betty, and puts on her Scarf and Hocd, 
&c. then enter Mixum. 


Mix. How now ? Whither are you jaun- 


ting, ha? 


Wife. Pſha! pray leave your Fooling 3 
you might have made one miſcarry. 
Mix. What unaccountable Devil has poſ- 


ſeſs'd this Woman? 


Wife. Come, pray Devil me no Devils; 


Wink you go? 


Mix. Whither muſt I go? Is the Woman 
indeed poſſe(s'd ? 

Wife. Whither? why, to eat the Salmon 
at Mr. Burniſb's: J hate this Foolery. 
B 3 Mix. 


(1) 
. Mix. Your Meaning, Je ſenſeleſs Jade, 
your Meaning ? 


Wife. Now Heaven;.bleſs your Wits, 


what a ſhallow Memory you have got! Did 


not you ſend for me and the Salmon, by J 


the ſame Fellow that fetch'd the Bowl? 


Mix. Tis mighty well, cis wond'rous W 
well; And have you your Senſes, y ou luna- 


tick Jade? | 
Wife. Nay, if you think to make me an 


Aſs, l'il be ſure to make you an Ox, I'll | 


tell you that for your Comfort. [ Exit. 
Mix. Well, Fil never pray again, that's 


certain: If Heaven proſper Knaves, the 
City's like to thrive. I'll go hang myſelf | 


out of Revenge. [ Exit, 


Scene the Street. 
Enter Vizard. 


+ 


Fiz. Ha, no Buſineſs ſtirring ; ſure the - 
Devil's very buſy ; He uſed to give me Op- 
portunity, as often as I had Inclination to 
be wicked. O yonder comes a Fellow, 
by his Cloak he ſhould have Money in his 
Pockets; I muſt knock at his Pate, before 


I can enter his Breeches. 


Enter a Fidler Cloak d; Viz. knocks him 
down, 


Fi. O Murther ! Murther ! 


Viz. [ Searching his Pockets.) What a De- 


vil have we here? a Fidler, with his Roſin 


and } 
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(19) 
and Cat-gut? Only a ſingle Sixpence. Well, 
however, here's a Cloak for my Knavery. 
| | Exit. 
Fid. Stop Thief! ſtop Thief! 2 


Enter Mixum, meeting Vizard in a Cloak. 


Mix. So, that is the Rogue paramount, 
Vizard. — Have I caught you at laſt ? Sir- 
rah, you ſhall hang for't. {Takes hold of 
the Cloak, Vizard flips it on bis Shoulders.) | 
Odſo, the Serpent has ſlipt his Skin; but 
however, I have got a good Cloak by the 
Bargain. [ He wraps himſelf in the Cloak.] 


Enter Fidler, Conflable, and Watch. 


Fid. Stop Thief. O Mr. Conſtable, he 
has got my Cloak on his Back. "4 

Conſt. Seize him. 

Mix. How now, Gentlemen, what's the 
Matter ? 

Conſt. No Harm, Friend, only carry you 
to Newgate for a Street Robber. I 

Mix. Why ſure the Fellow's a Fool. 
Fid. No, Sir; but he's a Conſtable, and 
that's all one. I'll take my Oath, that 
Cloak's mine, and that you came behind 
me, knock'd me down, and run away with 
it; and ſo Mr. Conſtable, I charge you 
with him. | 

Mix. Now ſhall 1 be hang' d for that Vil- 
lain's Roguery, [ Exeunt? 


Heend 
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Scene Newgate, 


Enter Keeper, Mr. Mixum, Mrs. Mixum, 
and Vizard, lite a Fanatick Parſon. 


Mix. Is there no Hopes of a Reprieve 
for me? 

Keep. No, Sir, no; but here's a Parſon 
come to prepare you for t'other World. 

Mix. Alas! alaſs! then I'm in a bad 
way indeed. 

Viz. Friend, I come from Zachariah > 
Zealous, to be, as it were, a Staff to thee, | 
whilſt thou takeft a great Leap — as it 
were —— thou know'ſt not whither. 

Wife, Well Husband, this is a Comfort- 
er, — this holy Man, — he is for the Soul. 
But, Friend, my Husband owes his Gold- 
ſmith Forty Pounds; and ſuppoſe now, 
when he is going to Execution, he ſhould 
be ſo unneighbourly ta ſet a Sergeant on his 
Back, might not that ſtay Execution ? 

Viz. I'll warrant his Back; but as for his 
Neck, Pligius Secundus, and Marcus Tullius 
Cicero, tell us in their Works, that a three- 

fold Cord is hardly broken. 

Mix. A very learned Man, this! —Well, 
IT am not the firſt honeſt Man that was 
hang'd, and I heartily pray to Heaven, I 
may not be the laſt. 

Wife. Ah, dear Husband, little did I 
think, when you ſwore the laſt Parſon ou. 

p 


„„ 


ä | 

of his Change, that you ſhould have Occa- 
ſion to think of Heaven ſo ſoon. — Ob! 

lf you had been hang'd deſervedly, it would 

never have vex'd me: Many an honeſt Man 
has been hang'd deſervedly, but to be caſt 
away for nothing, Oh! Oh: 2 
Viz. Comfort thyſelf, good Woman, 

= grieve modecately, tis decent; you will 
X ſhortly be a young Widow, I will viſit you, 
and give you Chriſtian Comfort. 5 
Wife. Thank you very kindly, Sir, you 


I | ſhall be heartily welcome to my Houſe, by 


Day or by Night. [ Turning to her Husband.] 
My Dear, do they, or we, the Halter find? 

Mix. They, to be ſure; this Government 
is kind. O Woman! Woman! Why 
doſt thou ask ſuch a Queſtion ? thou mayꝰſt 
be ſure they find the Halter. 

Wife. Alas, I could not tell, and fo I 
brought one along with me.---- O Robin ! 
thou haſt been a dear, dear Husband to me, 
and I was not willing thou ſhouldſt want 
any Thing I could help thee to. 

(Pulls a Halter out of her Pocket. 

Mix. O my Dear, I thank”thee, thou 
art ſo kind now. — 5 
Wife. My Neighbour Thong put it into 
my Hands upon his Mord, and told me, he 
could not have made a ſtronger, if it had 

een for his own Wife. 3 | 

Mix. J am mightily beholden to all my 
Friends; how ready they are to ſerve me a 
this Time! Wife 

t 


, r 
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Wife. O dear Hugband! I can't bear the 
Loſs of you, I ſhall, break my Heart. 
O! I wiſh I were to be hang'd in your 
room. 

Mix. I wiſh you were with all my Heart, 
that would be a Happineſs ; but I poor Sin- 
ner can't expect ſuch a Mercy.---Well, Iam 
but a dead Man.---And to die with a clear 
Conſcience;- If I owe any, Man any thing, 
I here heattily forgive him; and whoever 
owes me any thing, let them pay my Wife. 
—— Here Peg, here are the Writings of 
that Rogue Yizard's Eſtate ; he has brought 
me to this untimely End; they are dear 
Writings to me. And now, dear Wife, 
take Leave of thy doleful Husband. h 

Wife. No, no, my Dear, I'll ſtay and ſee 
thee hang'd, and pleaſe theLord, O dear! 
if the Rope ſhould break, I ſhall break my 
Heart. | . 
Vis. The Writings of my Eſtate! one 
Trick to recover them is worth all that ever 
I play'd.——Gond Woman, the Rope will 
prove a truſty Rope, trouble him not with 
thy Fears, in this his Hour of Tribulation. 

[ Picks her Pocket of the Writings. 

Mix. Wife, Wife, the ſanified Rogue 
has pick d thy Pocket.- Some Comfort yet,-- 
the Parſon will be hang'd with me. Ha !- 
as I live, *tis Vizard! O Rogue! Rogue! 
why thou Villain! Didſt thou come here to 
let me be hang'd for thy own Roguery 15 
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Viz. Why faith, Mixum, thou hadſt the 
Conſcience to put me into the Condition of 
hanging or ſtarving, and thou art the Oce- 


caſion of all the Tricks I have play d; and 


it is Twenty to One, that I ſhould rather 
have ſeen thee hang d, than myſelf. 


-Enter Keeper. 


Keep. Mr. Mixum, here is a Pardon come 
at laſt for you. 

Mix. Ah, Heaven be praiſed! How my 
Heart leaps for Joy ! Well, Rogue, I ſhall 
not die this Time; and I am ſo light-heart- 
ed, and over: joy d, that I am reſolved to 
ſhow the ſame Mercy I have received, and 
forgive this Rogue this Time; tho! I fore- 
ſee he will be hang'd at laſt. | 

Viz. Sir, I thank you, but I ſhall diſap- 
point you, I hope; tor I deſign to marry, 
as the leſſer Eyil of the two, and ſee what 
that will do. | fx Xen 

Mix. Say you ſo? Why then, to make 
you Amends for the Wrong I have done 
you, and. encourage you to be honeſt, PII 
give you my Daughter to Wife, and a Thou- 
ſand Pounds to maintain her; and as Ear- 
neſt, there's the. Mortgage of your Eſtate, 
to bind the Bargain. 

Viz. What, ſweet Nancy? a lovely Girl, 
faith! and Sir, I accept your Propoſal, and 


thank you heartily. And now for Refor- 
3 mation, 


( 24 ) 
mation, and a new Lite. Come Father, 
let's take our laſt Leave of this helliſh 
Place. 


Farewell ye Whores and Dice, and Follies 
all ; 


Reaſon returns, and ] attend her Call. 
{Exeunt omnes. 
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PezxSoNs who ſpeak in the 


at hot of Love, & &c. 


MEN. 1 
Sir Feffrey Conſtant. 1 
Captain Conſtant, his Son. i 3 


Faithful, a Gentleman in Love with Laura. 1 
Sir David Warchum, an old Guardian to 
Laura. 1 
Trufly, Sir Jeffrey Conſtants Steward. 4 
Squire Num, Lover to Belinda. 4 
Slouch, his Man. 1 
Clinch, Capt. Conftant's Man. F 
Manage, Faithfu's Man. 
_— Sir Zeffrey's Tenant, Oc. 


| WOMEN 


Belinda, Daughter to Trufty. 
Laura, in 5 — with # 2 
| Doratby, Belinda's Maid, Ec 
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Witchcraft of LO V E: 


STRATAGEM on STRATAGEM. 


Scene an Inn. 


Enter Captain Conſtant and Clinch in Mourn- 
ing, with Riding Habits over it, 


Clinch. P PELL, tis confounded 

J | hard, and I'll endure it 
no loneer. To be in 
deep Mourning for I 

1 know not whom, and to 
ride Poſt threeſcore Miles, for I know not 
What.---In ſhort, either let me into the Se- 


cret, or diſcharge me. | "TE 
Enter Faichful, and Manage, in Riding- 
Halits. . 


Faith. Captain, I have diſperſed the 
News of your Father's Death, with ſuch 
Confirmations as will leave no doubt of the 
Truth. ; | 

GC 2 Conſt. 


{ 28) 

Conſt. *T'was a lucky Thought to have 
it inſerted in thoſe particular News Papers, 
which we cauſed to be ſent to this Town; Mm 
and fo honeſt Truſty look about thee, or *'tis i 
ſix to four I marry Belinda. 43 

Clinch. Ha! Faith I begin to ſmell your 
Plot; but methinks tho*, you need not have 
hurried away in Poſt Haſte to marry the 
Daughter of your Father's Steward. Ah, 
Sir, you know Sir Jeffrey is potitive againſt 
it. Why would you refuſe Mrs. Homebred? 
there was Twenty Thouland Pound, and 
all Parties plealed. _ 

Conſt. Sirrah, hold your prating, and 
put on your ſorrowful Face, and-let's have 
none of your Blunders; but be ſure to re- 
member that my Father died ſuddenly of an 
Apoplectick Fit. I'm reſolved to marry 
Belinda this Night. Dear Faithful, haſt 
thou ſeen thy Laura ſince thou left me? 

Faith No; nor can I get any Intelli- 
gence. That old Lanthorn-jaw*d Wretch, 
Sir David Naichum, conceals her from all 
human kind, except her Maid, and from 
all Brures,but himſelf; he haunts her like 
an evil Genii; the longeſt Journey ke makes 
in a Year, is to the Coffee-Houſe, whither 
he's hurcied every Morning, in his old jolt- 
ing Coach. He never goes to Church ſince 
that Lady has been his Priſoner, becauſe he 
durſt not be ſo long from Home. gi 

0 | Conſt. 


(029 


ve Conſt. Ay, fellow Traveller, I find we 
1s. have each of us our Share of Difficulties to 
n; ſtruggle with; but Courage Man, I war- 
tis rant we ſucceed. Let's away to the Cof- 
fee-Houſe, and conſult what Meaſures to 
Zur take, | [ Exeunt. 
tc Eier *Squire Num, and bis Man Slouch. 
\ h, Num. What think you, ouch? Had we 
nit beſt go into che Minſter, or ſtay here till 
2d? MM Mrs. Belinda comes out? Her Maid ſaid ſhe 
ind was here. Lord! Lord! they rife as early 
to pray here, as our Parſon's Wife does to 
and Milk—— Well, but what had we beſt do? 
ave Siou. Why go in, I think,-- or ſtay here, 
re- which you will, Maſter. 
Fan Num. Od's waunds, Mun, I knaun't 
ry which is beſt, that makes me ask; for I 
haſt knaw, Slouch, yow underſtand Breeding 
f and Haviours; you have been at Lend u 
elli- IF with fat Bullocks, but ſo han't I; but I will 
tech, go too, next Graſs  _ N 
mall _ Soxch. Nay, Maſter, but an you ſhould 
rom BF marry this ſame Belinda, ſhe'il not let you 
like WF budge a Step, as ſure as your Name's *Squire 
akes Num. 
cher lk Num. Why doſt think I'll be ty'd to a 
jolt= wWife's Tail all the Days of my Lif-? Am 
Ince not I of the F amily of the Nams ? No, nc, 
ſe he they won't be Wife-rid, Slouch.- But haud 


WT ye---What an if her Father ſhould chop up 
the Wedding to Day, for he likes me woun- 


C3 dn; £ 
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dily ; Ha, Slouch, What ſhall I do for new 
Cloaths ? 

Slouch. Od, well thought on, Mafter; 
we'll keep out o'th* Minſter ; who knows, 
but as ſoon as the Parſon has done his 
Prayers, he may begin your Plagues, ha 
Maſter: ? Who comes here tho „Odzooks, 
tis they. 


Enter Truſty, Belinda, Dorothy, as from 
Church. iy 
7} -uſty. Ha! Sir Teffrey Conſtant dead? 
It muſt be true, *cis all over the Town al- 
ready; they ſay 'tis in the News too. Pray 
Heaven he ſettled his Affairs, I have no 
Receipt for the laſt Money I paid him; my | 
Heart akes conſumedly; I'll ſet out for 
London as ſoon as I've dined. If it be true, 
his Son the Captain will be a better Huſ- 
band for Belinda, than that Fool Squire 1 
Num. g 
Slouch. Od, Maſter, make your Bow, Fl 
and ſpeak to him, now's the Time. 
Num. Hem ! hem !-- Sir, Father has ſent 
me to ſee Mrs. Belinda again, and he ſays, i 
he*ll come over himſelf next Week, and do 
all you want him to do, I think. Andi 
as for you, forſooth, [to Belinda] you know 
we have no more to do, but to get our- 
ſelves ready to be married; only you mult 
ſtay *cill my new Cloaths are made; the 
Clock Father bought laſt Sturbitch „ 


(32) 


ew and to Morrow the Taylor comes to make 
'em; don't he Slouch ® 
ory. 3 Shouch. Yes, and his Man Buckram too; 
ws, and he pulls out like a Tyger; the Squire 
his will ſoon be fit, forſooth. 
ha Truſty.] In one Word, Sir, I adviſe you 


ks, to return home, and ſtop your Father's 
| Journey; I have conſider'd that my Daugh- 


ter is no proper Match. for you, I have 


rom changed my Mind,—— 
Y Num. Hey-day! What's the matter now? 
-24? — I'll not be fool'd and bamboozled at 
1 al- this rate, mun. You ſaid I ſhould have her, 
Pray if my Father would ſettle ſo and fo, and 
e no now you come with your After- clap of con- 
my ſider'd, and changed your Mind, after I've 
t for ſpent I don't know how much Money i in my 
true, MW Journeys, as Houch can make Oath. 
Huſ- | Slouch. Yes, I can ſwear with a ſafe Con- 
quire W ſcience, that it has coſt my Maſter and me 
above Thirty Shillings upon her. 
Bow, a Bel. What, then you club'd with your 
= Maſter, Mr. Huch, did you? 
's ſent Þ S Houch. Now and then, for a Flaggon of 
ſays, Ale, forſooth. 
nd dof Bel. Well, Friend, I'Il take Care the Man 
, And ſhall be no Loſer; here's a Guinea for you. 


Sluch, *Dsheart! this *tis to be ſnarp.— 
Thank you kindly, forſooth. But ma hap 
you intend I ſhould give half to my Maſter. 

Truſt. Look you, Mr. Num, give me a 

Bill e your Expence, and I will diſcharge 
| it; 


Know I 

 our= i 
1 muſt 1 
3 the c 
Fair, 


(32) | 
it; but as to my Daughter, I have deſign'd 


her elſewhere 3 
Num. A Bill, no mun, I ſcorn. your 


Words, 1 Can ſpend thirty Shillings, d'ye* 
ſee, as well as you, for aught I know. I 


was to marry your Daughter, all our Town 


knows that, and I think a Bargain's a Bar- 


gain; and now you would ſend me home 
unmarried, looking as ſimple as a Dog with 
his Tail berween his Legs. What did you 
come lounging to our Houſe for, and fay I 


ſhould have your Daughter? I did not come 


after her, nor you neither, mun. 

Truſty. Sir, I ſpoke as I thought at that 
Time, but now I have a better Proſpect, 
both ia Birth and Eſtate, than you or your 
Father can offer. 

Num. Hey, Slouch? come hither ; Han't 
my Father a Thouſand a Year? 

Slouch. Yes indeed, and above too; Ill 
take my Oath he has ten Hundred a Year.. 


Num. I believe you're right, S/ouch, he 


has ten Hundred a Year. 
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha 


Num. And [I'll hold you a Bottle of Cy- 
der, I'm as well born as your Daughter; 
my Father's Church-Warden, and Captain 
of the Militia; and I'm calPd the young 


Captain, as tis very well known. 


Truſty. Sir, I don't queſtion any Thing 
of that; and ſo, Sir, I am your humble | 
Servant. Come Belinda. ¶ Exit with Belinda, | 
©  Shouchs | 


(33) 
Lunch. Now, Maſter, we may go to 
W London., | 


A Num. Go to London? go to Pericho! 
ye“ Odsheart, let's follow em mun; ma'hap, 
I Wche Old Man does but joak, and then Fa- 
own 


ther *i] break my Head, for not underſtand- 
ing a Joak ; — ſo come along, Slouch. 


SCENE, Sir David Watchum's Houſe, 
= Enter Sir David, in the Garden before the 


Door. bo 5 
Sir Dav. All's ſafe; fo far my Care has 
with Succeſs been crown'd; I- would not 
loſe Laura, nor her twenty Thouſand Pound. 
have kept her from the Sight of a Man 
Wa whole Year; I will propound Terms; if 
Wihe will have me for a Husband, ſhe ſhall 
Whave her Liberty; it ſhe bars me out of her 
Bed, I will bar the Light out of her Apart- 
ment, and ſhe ſhall not know Night from 
Day. Ha! here's her Maid; if I could but 
make this Jade of my Intereſt —— L 


Step, but he ſtares you in the Face. 
bir Dav. How now, Miſtreſs? What 
4 ory you here? I thought you had been 
lleep. 


er. 4 Enter Lucy. 

er; Rs Ss "WU" 
ptain = Lacy. This is certainly the Devil, in the 
oung Pape of an old Fellow.—- One can't move 


Lacy, 
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Lucy. That's imo in ſuch a Houſes 
Sleep, Sir? why you have murther'd Sleep. 
Don t you rambie all Night, up and down 
Stairs? rattling your Keys, locking and 
opening Doors, hemming and coughing in 
one Place; yawning, ſneezing, and ſpitting 
in another; then ſtumbling, mutcering, | 
Napping of Doors, clattering of Keys, and 
tumbling of Stools; bow wouw, cries the 
Dog: This is the conſtant Muſick, to Tull 
us to ſleep, we thank you. 3 
Sir Dan. Good lack! good lack! and 
theſe are your Thanks for my Care; why 
I do all this for your Lady's Good, Lucy. 
- Lucy, For my Lady's Good! then pray, 
Sir, contrive to do us all the Miſchief you 
can, for the future; for nothing can be 
more diſagreeable than the Life you lead 
us. We would have Liberty, Sir. AY 
Sir Dau. You ſhall have Liberty, if your 
Lady and you are willing, and upon eaſy 
Terms. I have ſuch a Kindneſs for Mrs. 
Laura, that I deſign to marry her myſelf, 
Now I would have thee, Lucy, to propoſe 
this Matter to her, and ſet forth the Eeli- 
city of ſuch an Union, with all thy Elo- 
quence ; and then, after our Marriage, you 
ſhall have what Liberty you pleaſe. 8 
Lucy. And do you call theſe eaſy Terms, 
Sir? J beg your Pardon, I ſhall never find 
Colours to paint that Felicity you an 
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Why ſure yon do but Joke, you muſt be 
too wiſe to entertain ſuch a wild Notion. 
Sir Dav. What do you call a wild No- 


tion? 1 have no Children, and would wil- 


lingly have an Heir to keep up my Name. 
Lucy. Lord deliver me! Do you expect 
an Heir of 2 begetting, on ſo fine a Wo- 
man as my Lady? why certainly, Sir, you're 
not in your right Senſes. No, no, your 
Deſiga is fo vile, and ſo horridly ridiculous, 
that I would not have a Hand in it for a 
Thouſand Pounds; and fo, Sir, your Ser- 


vant. | { Exit, 
Enter Manage, to bim. x 
Mau. My Mafter has ſent me to ſpecu- 
late this Manſion, and to give Mrs. Laura 
Notice of his Arrival; but if he ftays at 
the Coftee-Houſe till I ſucceed, I don't 
know but he may be tired. Ha! the 
old Guardian himſelf, I believe. 
Sir Dav. How now, Friend? Pray what 
is your Buſineſs at this Houſe ? | 
Alan. No great Buſineſs, Sir, I only 
© 4ook'd in as I went by, that's all. "308 
. Sir Dav. Now, in my Opinion, you look 
hke one af theſe Sparks that can pick 


Locks, or convey himſelf through Win- 


| dows, in the dead Time of the Night. 
Man. Take care what you ſay, Sir; if 
the noble Captain, whom I have the Ho- 
Qour to ſerve, ſhould hear you degrade me, 
Im afraid he would hardly put it up. A 
1 


man Nature; and ſo, Sir, I am upon the 


(36) 3 
Sir Dav. Zoons, Sir! What care I for 8 
your Captain? Once more, What Buſineſs i 
have you here? | 
Man. Sir, I am a Student in Chymiſtry, 
ad can cure moſt Diſeaſes incident to hu- 


Search for Simples, which are uſeful in m 
Profeſſion. But pray, A. who does this 
Houſe belong to? 
Sir Dav. Its Maſter. | 6. 
Man. Indeed! And pray, who 18 that 1 
Maſter ? 
Sir Dav. A Man. 7 13 1 
Man. Really ! Sir, your Anſwers are as 
Laconick a8 4 Spartan s. Pray, dir, What 


0 Olock ies je? 111. 4 
Sic Dav. Tis Time for you to be gone 
8 your Buſineſs. [ Exit. 


Man. So, he's gone, and I'm juſt as wiſe 
as I was before. Ha! his Coach at the 
Door! TUI watch where it goes. Y 


Enter Sir David. 


Sir Dav. What, Sirrah, are not you gone 'F 
yet? I'll have you laid by the Heels this 
Moment, if you don't ſcamper. Y 

Man. Sir, I am going. pox of his A 
wither'd Jaws. Exit. 

Sir Dav. He's gone; I don't like the 
Looks of that Fellow. gam. 2 
Sam. Sir. 
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Sir Dav. Lock up my Doors, d'ye hear, 
nd let no Body in or our, till I return 
from the Coffee-Houſle. [Exeunt. 


L for | 
ſineſs 


77 


iſtry, 8 | 
: che | 3 SCENE «@ Coffee-Houſe. 
n my apt. Conſtant and Faithful. Enter to them 


Manage. 


Aan. Sir, Sir, the Knig ht will be here 
immediately; I overheard him order his 
that I an to lock and bar all his Doors, till he 
Wreturned from the Coffee-Houſe; but TI 
muſt not be ſeen. [ Exeunt. 
re as BS Conſt. Hark ! I hear his Coach.—lI have 
What Wit. —Let us pretend a Quarrel. — Draw, 
1 aithful. 
2 = Faith. What is your Deſign? 
Exit. Con. You ſhall know afterward 
s wiſe BEL andlord, do you ſeem to part us. Here 
t the e is. — Do you, tis a Lye, I ha'n'c 
1 Loſt. | Draws. 


this 


Faith. Blood, Sir, you have. — Here's 
at your Heart. Fight. 
| gone | Enter Sir David. 
s this Land. O Sir David! aſſiſt, here will be 
[ Murther.— There he has him, — quite 
df his WE brough. — 
[Hol Fab. 1 am wounded; pray lead me 


ome. 

8 Co2}. I hope the Wound" s not moredt. 
a. -vſe on my unlucky Hand. How do'ſt 
Sir Fo, Ned ? | 

g D Faitb. 


(38) 7 
; Faith. O faint, faint; help me to my : 
nn. . 
Conſt. How ſhall. we get him thither ? 1 
there never a Coach to be had, Landiord! 
or a Chair ? 4 
Land. No, Sir; Sir David has a Coach | 
at the Door, if you could prevail on hin 
to lend it. 
Conſt. Pray, Sir, oblige us, it ſhall re. 1 
turn inſtantly. 
Sir Dav. With all my Heart. — Here A 
Tom, carry this Gentleman home, do youll 
hear; and.make Haſte back, If there be 
any Danger, Landlord, take care to ſecun 
the Murtherer.— 1 
Conſt. Ha I ſmell this Plot ; — fail 4 
*twill do.—-Come along, Manage —-Heari 
ye; flip on Clinch's Great Coat, tis not un-. 
like a Feral and clap on thisblack Wig, 
and look ſharp about Sir David's Houle, 
and employ your Wits as you ſee Occa- 
ſion. Exit, I 


SCENE, Truſty's Houſe. 
Conſtant and Clinch. To them Truſty. 1 


Trufty. Your Servant, Captain Conſtant 
you're welcome into the Country, What 
warrant you're come to raiſe Recruits? IF ; 

Conſt. No, Sir, not now; 'is ſomething 4 

more melancholy has brought me down. 8 
[7 akes out a Handkerchief, _ eaves "i [ 


Tru 65 3 


| (39) 
to my 7ruſ/iy. Good lack! then the Report is 
- Wally nue; Sir Zefy is dead ir ſeems, 

er? H Clinch Ay, Sir, he is laid low. 

1diord? e Ty. Alas! I heard ſo, but hop'd it 
as only a Rumour.—-My Heart achs.—- 

Coach Bleſs me! How much Money have I paid, 

on hin{Wwichout having a Receipt! I deſign'd to 
have ſet out for London, as ſoon as I had 

dined. I loved him like a Brother. Pray, 

of what Diſtemper did he die? 

Clinch. O Sir! of an Apoplexy; in a 

do you Moment's Time he was alive and dead. 

gere be Truſty. [ Roars out.] Oh! oh! oh! Was 

ſecure 2 his Affairs ſettled ? Had he made a Will? 

Cinch. No, Sir; 'twas Heaven's Will he 

ſhould die without. 

Truſty. O! what have I loſt ! 

Conſt. O Sir, compoſe yourſelf ; I know 

you have loſt a Friend in my Father: But 

what muſt be a Son's Grief ? 

Truſty. Did he ſay nothing to you about 
me, betore he died ? 
Conſt. Not a Word. X - 
= Truſty. Ay, Sir, theres my Grief; I have 
paid him large Sums, without any Re- 

cieipts. Rte 
Clinch. | Af;de.] Tell him, Sir, your Fa- 
ther appear'd ; leave the reſt to me. 

Conſt. Sir, I have been inform'd, to a 
Doit, what ic was. My Father could not 
reſt, till he had diſcloſed your Affair. 

D 2 Truſty. 


all re.) 
A 


Here, 


© 
$- 


(40) 
-*Truſty. How! has he appear'd, ſay you? 
Clinch. O Sir, often. He has haunted 

us like the Devil. Sometimes like a 
ſhagged Dog ; ſometimes like a Bear, with 
a Chain, rattling his Links; chen he 
appear'd in his own Shape; What, Clinch, 
lays he, don't you know me? then turning 
to my Maſter; Son, ſays he, I come to tell 
you I havereceived, at ſeveral Times, from 
Mr. Truſty, 

Truſty. Ah! dear, honeſt Ghoſt! How 
much did he ſay? "0 

Conſt, Eight Hundred Pounds. 

Tryfty. Exactly. Dear, dear Ghoſt ! I 
thank thee. Sce what it is to deal with ho- 
neſt Men; one loſes nothing by them; they 
return from the Grave, to do us Juſtice. 

Conſt. Sir, what you have paid, I will 
account for. 

Truſty. I have the reſt of the Money read 
for you in this Cloſet. — There are in theſe 
Bags, Sir John, two and twenty Hundred 
Pounds; which, with the eight Hundred I 
paid Sir Zeffrey, makes three Thouſand : 
And now, Sir, if you have not forgot my 
Daughter | 
- Conſt. To convince you I have not, I aſ- 
ſure you, Mr, Truſty, this Change of For- 
tune had: not alter'd my Sentiments, in the 


leaſt. 
Enter Roger. 
Roger. Morrow, Landlord; I ha' brought 
- you 
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you a little Rent, and but a little neither; 


ke a We've had but a ſorry Crop, but we mun 
with pay our Rent, 3 

n he Truſty. You have a new Landlord, Roger, 
nch, Mir Jeffrey is dead, and this is his Son. 

_ = Keger. Is he ſo? I never faw Sir Jeffrey, 
) te 


Wtho' Ive paid him ſo many Pounds. By 
the Meſs, you're a pretty Man, Landlord; 
you're e'n as handſome as Mrs. Belinda. 
Faith, twould be a good Match; you ben't 
Wmarry'd, Landlord, be you? | 

= Conſt. No, Roger. 


! -I BH Trufty. I find, Roger, you have a good 
ho- Opinion of my Daughter. | 

hey Reger. I hope you ben't angry, Sir; for, 
- [dye ce, I ſpeak as I think. An he han'c 
will your Daughter, if he'll do me a ſmall Fa- 


our, he ſhall have mine, if 'T've Twenty, 


ady an he'll ſtay for 'em. 
nele WF Conft. And what Favour can I do thee, 
red Reger? 3 
d I BI Roger. Why there's Mrs. Belinda has a 
nd: Mort ot a Maid, that I have had a kind of a 
my hankering after, I knaun't how long; now, 
| W andlord, I fancy one Word from you 
aſ- night draw her Miſtreſs into my Intereſt. | 
or- Conſt. Is that all? Well, if my Jotereſt 
the be worth any thing, thou ſhalt be ſure of it, 
Loger. 

Truſty. Ay, ay, we'll all ſpeak to Doll 
ght for 9 ; Go = thee into By Cellar, be 
ou lr ink her Health in a Belly-full of Strong 


Beer. f D 3 Roger. 


| I) 

- Roger, With all my Heart, and I thank 
you, Sir; yes, yes, FI! drink her Health, 
and yours, and my new Landlord's too, I 
warrant you. Now for a full Horn. | Exit. 

Truſty. Now, Sir Fohn, I'll fend my 
Daughter to keep you Company, while I 
diſpatch a ſmall Affair within. Exit. 

Conſt. Now, Fortune, if ic be thy Will, 
prevent my Father's coming, *till this Mar- 
riage be over; Fil truſt for the Time to 
come. 


| Enter Belinda. 
Bel. Your Servant, Sir oba, I am glad 
to fee you In Peterborough. 
Conſt. Why that Sir John! dear Belinda, 
I know Dolly has told you the Plot; *tis a 
little inhuman, to ridicule my Paſſion. | 
Bel. Why yes; but this Plot feems to me 
an unlucky one. Suppoſe our Fathers 


« 


ſhould diſown us both, when they find out 
this Trick, pray, what Jointure can you 
make me, Captain? | 
Conſt. Dear Belinda, fear it not; but} 
ſuppoſe the worſt; this Two Thouſand 
Pounds, with my Commiſſion, fhall pro- 
cure us a Retirement, which will feem to 
me a Paradiſe, with her I love. 
Bel. Generoufly ſaid! - Here's my 
Hand, my Heart was thine before. 
Conſt. Let me ſeal the Contract on this 
dear Pledge! I will inſtantly prepare'a . 
„ -fongl 


e 1 g " ; 
1 A } 


6 
ſon; I am impatient 'cill the happy Mo- 
ment we are join'd. "RY Exit. 


thank 
lealth, 


2 Enter Num and Slouch. 

d m 7 Bel. Ha! the Squire! —— I have a ſud- 
hile 1 den Thought; I will pretend to like him, 
[ Exit. ¶ and will conſent with Difficulty to have Sir 
Will, obn, at my Father's Entreaty, — Sir, 


your humble Servant. 


Enter Truſty. 
Num. Nay, Madam, l'm your humble 


Mar. 
me to 


| glad Servant. Od, Slouch, ſhe likes me. 
Truſly. Ha! what's that? — Where's 

linda, Sir Jobn, Daughter ? 

"tis af Bel. I don't know, Sir; he went out ſoon 


after you. 
Num. Sir Fohn! Good Lord! What, 
athers that is he you deſign for Mrs. Belinda? I 
d out think now, Squire Num ſounds full as well; 
| you FE. Don't it, ouch? - 
Slouch. Yes, indeed does it, Maſter ; and 
but! a great deal better too. | | 
aſand Num. Why look you there now! for all 
pro- you, Mr. Truſty, I believe your Daughter 
m to thinks ſo too; What ſay. you, Miſtreſs 2 Ods 
bud, fpeak the Truth; if you like me bet- 
ter than Sir Fohn, never be aſhamed on't, 
mun. | | 


1. 
to me 


my 


this Bel. Well then; to ſpeak the Truth, 
Par- Squire, I own I do like you, as well as 
ſonz any Body my Father approved of. 


Trufty, 


r 


— 
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Truſty. Hey day! Why what do you fa 
to Sir Ny Conſtant ? Don t you like = 
better? | 9 

Bel. I did once, Sir; but I don't remem- 
ber I had your Permiſſion. 

Truſty. You have Permiſſion now then; 
tis Time enough ſure. 

Bel. Under Favour, Sir, it may be now 
too late; he may change his Mind. 

v4 ruſty. O I';] anſwer for that; he ſhan't 
have Time to think of Change; you ſhall | 
be married to Night. 

Num. Ma'hap not, Sir; fair and ſoftly 
goes far in a Day; I believe heil not have 
her to Night, for all your Haſte. 
Slouch, ſtand by me, Slouch. 

Slouch. Yes, Maſter, that I will, Back 
and Edge. 

Bel. 1 don't know, Sir, how you come to 
be ſo eager all of a luden; I own, I don't 
like a Buſineſs of ſuch a Concern, ſhould be 
huddled up in Haſte. 

S$luch. She has a huge Fancy for you, 19 
ſee, Maſter. ; 

Num, l ſee that too, Slogch. Od, ſhe 8 


loves me mainly, that's certain; —and as 


for you, Sir, tho” you are her Father, you 
han't half her Honeſty. What a Murrain 
have you to do to croſs her Love? Don't 
ye ſee plainly, ſhe likes no Body but me, 


mun? 
Fay. 


( 45 ) 
Truſty, I ſee plainly, ſhe and you are a 
u ſay Pair * Fools. ; 
him Num, Look ye, Sir, call me what you 
Pleaſe, but you ſhan't abuſe her, for all 
nem. Wou're her Father: I won't have my Wife 
Jall'd Names, mun. 


Enter Conſtant. 


now 7rufy. I am glad you're come, Sir ohn; 
ou are in Danger of loſing your Miſtreſs, 
ſhan't WK ſeems. 
| ſhall Conſt. J hope not, Sir; I think I have 
Wok the Method to ſecure her, I have a 
Warſon in the other Room. 1 IS 
Bel. [to Conſtant, } Humour what I ſhall 
. ir, I own 1 like the Squire: Sir, 
am yours, if you dare ſtand by me. 
= Num. Dare! Odsheart, Tm call'd the 
Woung Captain. Dare I, I, I dare-— 
Conſt. What dare you do, ha? EC 
Num. Why, I dare Face you, mun; for 
you cock your Hat, and ſtare ſo, mun. 
ouch. Od, have a Care, Maſter ; he's 
plaguy long Sword. "5 2 
Num. I care not — that — for his Sword, 
J, ſhe r him neither. Here, Souch, give me 
nd as Pur Cudgel; now, Sir, come on. ; 
„ you ouch. Ods blews! clear the Way ! and 
arrain Moe us fair Play: PI] turn the ' Squire looſe 
Don's any Man in Northamptonhire. 
it me, Num. Come, lug out your Spit-frog. 
| Wounds! 


(46) 
Wounds! if I don't. tour ye, I'll ne'er 
handle Cudgel more. | | 
Conſt. Egad, I ſhall be forc'd to ſtick 
this Tike, or be knock'd down myſelf. 
Truſty. Pray don't draw, Sir Foba. — i 
Lay down your Stick, Squire, and leave us 
quietly, or 1 ſhall be obliged co ule you 
worſe than I would willingly do. ; 
Bel. Do, dear Squire, as my Father 
would have ye? if you love me, leave uM 
Quietly ; they ſhan't force me, I warranl 
you, to marry Sir John. 1 
Num. If I love you? yes, I love you, to 
be ſure; or elſe. what makes me in th 
Fury, think you? — Heark ye, Mr. Sir 
John, an you be a Man, turn out here.--—i 


Blood! III box ye fairly for Half a Crown, 


== 
WH 
Pg 


an ye dare. | | „ «nol 
Conſt, Box! Gentlemen don't uſe to box 
ye Block head. 1 


Num. Block head! you can't make a Block- 
head o* me. Zoons, Sir! ſtrip.-There lic 
my Doublet; come on, follow me, if yo 
dare. [ Exit, doubling his Fit 

Truſty. Odsheart, I thought we ſhould 
never ha* got rid of the Fool.---Come, Si 
Fohn, take her by the Hand; you ſhall beg 
married this Moment. B31 

Bel. Indeed, Sir, you'll repent this haſti 
Wadding. We 

* Trufil 


(47) 


ne%er ruſty. Lead her in, Sir John; I think 
| Wir my Heari, there's nothing but Contra- 
1 JiQion in Womankind. IExeum. 


End of the Hirt A C. 


, — 


ave us 2 


— 


a „ 5 A 


e you 

Father 2 2 vor 

we ul SCENE, Sir David's Houſe, 

arrantſ 2 
Enter Faithtul and Laura. 

ou, toll Faith E ſent me in his own Coach, 

in thi | wichout knowing I am c:me 

Hr. Sirſ to his Huutc.---Bur, my Soul, let? not loſe 


re. { 
row 2 


0 bor : 


Block- 
ere lies 
if youll 
his Fi 
ſhould 
ne, Sir 


ſhall bel 
18 haſtjf 
Trufjl 


Time, bur fly with me to a Friend's Houſe, 
and conſent to marry me inſtantly, and free 
ithyſelt from this Jail. 

Laur. Heavens! how I tremble, he'll be 
back ſoon.---This is the Cloſer he keeps m 
Writings in; if I leave them behind, it will 
be a hard Matter to get them out of his 
Hands. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. O Madam! here's Sir David i in a 
terrible Paſſiun. 

Faith. My Life, don't be frighted ; ſeem 
not to know me, and humour — I lay. 


Enter Sir David, beating his Coacbman. 


Sir David. Ye blundering Dog, I order d 


you to carry the Gentleman to his Inn. 
Coach, 


3 
Coach. No, you didn't; you bid me car. 
ry him Home, I did ſo; and, Blood! ] 
won't be beat. 
Sir Dav. Zoons! Did I bid you carry 
him to my Home, Raſcal? [ Beating him, 
Faith. Why, what a pox, Madam, don't 
you know me again? Will you perſwade | 
me I did not lodge here laſt Night? "D 
Laur. Know you, Sir! How ſhould 1 
know ye? I affure you, Sir, we don't let 
Lodgings. - 
Faith, This is very fine, i“ faith! Ol 
I have found your Trick; you have a De- 
ſign to bilk me out of my Horſes and Port- 
mantua ; but upon my Word, Madam, it 
won't take with me. : 
Sir Dav. No, nor with me neither, Sir.“ 
Faith. O Sir! your humble Servant; I: 
think I have ſeen you ſomewhere; I am in] 
Diſpute with my Landiady here, and ſhe 
would fain pertwade me I have miſtook my 
Ian. | | 
Sir Dav. Your Inn! Why, d'ye take this 
Lady for a Landlady, Sir? 5 
Faith. O. I find ſhe is offended at the 
Name of Landlady. Egad, you Country 
Gentlemen ſpoil your Hoſteſſcs, if they're 
handſome; but Faith, we make them know 
theniſelves in London. But, Madam, then, 
ſince it muſt be lo, will your Lady ſhip call 
your Servants ? nay, gad, III have 


Attendance, I warrant you. Ho A 
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so ho! Houſe there! Zoons! Til beat the 
Floor down, but I'll make you hear. 
Heark ye, Miſtreſs; Are you above your 
Buſineſs too? [70 Lucy. 


bibs Lucy. Pray, Sir, know who you ſpeak 
don to; I'm none of your common Wenches. 
ade Faith. Good lack! good lack! What, 


Hou' re a fine Lady too, are ye?---Pray, Sir, 
it down. - Tis true, this is an extraordi- 
Wary Inn; but take my Word, I'll make 
em know their Duty, before I go. So ho! 
Drawer! [ Knocks with his Cane. 


Enter Servant. 


m, it O Dogs! Raſcals! Scoundrels! Is this 
the Artendance you give a Gentleman? 
Sir, f Canes him. | Fetch a Bottle of Claret, Sire 
t; IHrab; and bring Word what we have to eat. 
im in Sir Dav. — the Devil ! bring no Cla- 
d ſhe {Wet here.--How dare you ſtrike my Servants, 
k my ir? 
S Faith. They are my Servants, I think; 
e this ſhall pay for what [ call for. — Your 
BScrvants! --- ho! then I ſuppoſe you're the 
t the Mandlord of this well regulated Inn. 
untry 57 Sir, teach your Servants their Duty, 
por 1 ſhall take ſome Pains with you, as well 
know [We them. ——Blood! ye Villain! why don't 
then, Me ſtir? | 
Sir Dav. Zoons, Sir! get you out of my 
ouſe.--I find you're a Rogue. I thought 
pſter ! Nou d been wounded, when I lent you m 
80 dach? E Fait » 


4 mm 

Faith. Wounded, Sir? why ſo J am. 

Was it your Coach? then I find you are no 
my Landlord; --- excuſe me, Sir. 

Enter Manage, running. 


Manage. Bleſs me, Sir! How came yoli 


here? Sir John ſent a Surgeon to the Ta. 

zot, and not finding you there, nor hearing 
where you was, ſcnt me to ask this Gentle. 
man's Coachman, where he drove you to. 4 
Faith. Ha! Is not this my Inn then! 

Bleſs me! What Indecorums have I been 
guilty of ! Upon my Honour, I though 1 
this had been my Inn. Pray Sir, cx 
ERS. m. _'. © 

Sir Dev. O Tie, don't trouble your Heal 
about the ith 3 

Faith. Why, Pm a Gentleman, Sir. 
2 Sir Davy. A Gentleman! and what o tha 

ir? 

Faith. And have an Eſtate to qualify 10 
to aſſume that Title. 

Sir Dav. Zons, Sir! Does that qual 
you to beat my Servants, and uſe my Ha 
like a common Inn? and then tell me calm 
ly, and impudently, you're a Gentleman! 

Faith. Upon my Life, I beg your Pali 
fon tor the — Miſtake, and humbif 
Lake my Leave. [ Ex 
Sir Dav. The Devil go with you. —— ; 
don't underſtand this Miſtake che”; I wil 
Laura had not feen him. III go· ſoe if bf 
he gone. Then there's that other IS | 
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m. ht Hunter of Simples, that ſerves an Offi- 
are not rer. A plague o' theſe rafcally Officers. 

hut J have order'd the Smith to barricade 
her Windows; --- but Laura muſt not ſee 
Whim,---['1l call her into the Garden. [ Exit. 
me youll 
he Tali 
hearing 
Gentle. 


ou to Enter Sir David, Laura, and Lucy. 


1 cheool Sir Dav. I brought thee into the Garden, 
I beei Laura, to breathe the freſ Air, after thy 
though right. 
excuſ Laura. Tis the firſt I've breathed this 
FT welvemonth. ---"Tis well if it don't over- 
ir He rome me. I know not what ails me, but 
1 Ap where I will, it always makes me 
ir. 3 Ign. | 
o' that, Sir Dav. Good Lord! how we ſympa- 
Whize! Pris juſt ſo with me. Don't bluſh, 
lify Laura; never be aſham'd on'r, Now I will 
pwn the Truth. I have loved thee long; 
qualifſ Nearly, extreamly, violently ; as much, if 
Hou poſſible, as thou loveſt me. 
e calm Laura. As J love you, Sir! why you was. 
jeman] never more miſtaken in your Life; ---I hate 
ur Par Nou mortally; I tremble with Antipathy, 
humb it your Sight, your Voice, your very Name. 
Exih re O Lord! O Lord! But why ſo, 
Pray 


2 
Is 
$3 


2 the 
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the Reaſon of her great Affection: She's 
handſome, you're confounded ugly; ſhe'slfi 
gay, you're moroſe ; ſhe's young, you're kf 
to drop a- pieces with Age; her Teeth's aff 
white as Snow, your ſingle Tusk, promi 
nent, is as rctten as a Pear; and your next 


Fit of Coughing, good-by. to it. 2 


Enter Faithful, lize an Officer, and Managel I 


Faith. Sir, having the Misfortune to break 
my Chariot, and chancing to walk this way. 
*cill *cis put in order again, my Man her 
inform*d me, you entertain'd hard Thought 
of tim, from ſome Diſcourſe that paſs 
between you in the Morning; fo, dir, [2 
call'd in to clear his Character. 3 

Sir Dav. Ha! this Rogue in red, is the 
Officer then; with that Hunter of Simples ö 


at his Heels; confonnd * em both. Se : 


I have no Buſineſs with his Character, no 
yours neither. I 
Faith. Then, Sir, I will not inſiſt far. 
ther; but I deſire you would give me leave 
to take a Survey ot your Gardens, they 
ſeem to me very elegant; I will have mſ | 
own re form'd near this Model. ? 
Sir Dav. Plague on ye, I wiſh you wasl a 
under- ground in your Garden. — Go, ol 
you in, Gentlewoman, go; ſure he don 
want to plant you in his Garden. 


0. 8 0 


: She | d 1 
73 the! Man. [to Lucy.] Find ſome way to bring: 
/ou're Hour Lady down again, pretend —— | 

eeth's a ; Exit Laura and Lucy.- 


promi. Faith. Sir, Jam orry if Jam the cauſe 

zur next pf your being angry with your Daughter. 
dir Dav. My Daughter! 

Faith. I beg your Pardon, Sir; perhaps 

Manage mes your Wife. e 


tO breaks Sir Dav. She is, Or ſhal [ be, Sir. 

his way Faith. Sir, I applaud both your Choice 
an hen nd Conduct; 'tis below a Man to be rul'd: 
houghi hy his Wife, or let her rattle about; re- 
t paſseiving and Paying Viſits to half the Fops: 
„ Sir, In Town. 1 ſhould follow your Method 


atly, if I had a Wife. 


Th the Sir Dav. Egad, I was certainly miſtaken: 
Simples in this Gentleman; he talks like a civil, 
— Sir feaſonable Man.-— Aid. 
roublei Enter Lucy, running: — 


Lucy. O Sir! Help! Help! you have un- 
ſiſt far. one us, ruin'd my poor Lady. 

ne leave Sir Dav. Ha! What the Devil do you 
8, they daul at? 
ave my Lucy. Alas, Sir! my Lady is run mad, 
Hiſtracted; ſhe no ſooner enter'd her Room, 
ou was hut ſhe ſaw the Smith barricading her Win- 
Go, ge Pos. —— At the Sight of the Iron Bars, 
e dont Her wild Looks and ſudden Starts convinced 
me her Brain was crazed; then ſhe ſudden- 
Many ſnatches an Iron Bar, and broke the 
Smith's Head; away run he; ſhe cried out, 
| E 3 Victory 


* 


| [IS ) : 
Victory! and skip'd about like a Squirrel; 
ſung and danced, ftamp'd and rav'd; all i 
a Breath. ] would have ſhut her in, but 
ſhe flew upon me like a Fury, and made 
me run for my Life. Make the beſt cl 
your Plot, [to Manage 
Sir Dav, Mercy on us! O the Devil 
here ſhe is! with my great Baſe Viol in hal 
Hand. ; 


Enter Laura, with ber Cloaths in Diſorder | 


Man. Have a good Heart, Sir; I maj 
give you a Sample of my Skill, in this EA 
tremity, tho' you made ſlight of me in thy 
Morning. 1 

Laura. Who are you? a Blackſmith, ha 
O] no! now I know you; you are a Sing 
er; here's a part of the laſt new Opera 
nay, take it, you ſhall all have Parts 
See, here's the Italian Eunuch; here's you 
Part. [ Grves Faithful @ Letter 

Faith. What's here? a Letter? —— Le 
me _— Faithful, find a way ti 
deliver me, or I ſhall be in Earneſt, wha 
I now act in Jeſt. I have broke the Cloſe 
have all my Jewels and Writings abouf 
me,— Yes, I will deliver thee. | 
Look, Manage. | 

Man. Sir, recommend me for a Witch 
to Sir David, and leave the reſt to me.—| 

Faith. Alas, Sir! this is a pitiful Sight 

ſe 


I am concern'd for her, verily 


— 
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1uirrel- the is bewitch'd; I could wiſh you would 
; all if conſult my Servant upon her Diſtemper.— 
in, but Sir Dav. Has he really Skill in ſuch 
J made Matters then? 
beſt i Faith. No Man in the Kingdom more, I 
lanage ] aſſure you: He has cuced Hundreds in moſt 
Devil Parts of Europe. 6 
in hel Laura. Hey day! how you ſtare at me! 
Did ye never ſee an old Woman before now? 
Time has been, when I was as handſome as 
order = you, I'd have you to know; but I married 
I maß an old Fellow, and my Youth renewed his 
Age; which is the Reaſon I have ſo many 
Wrinkles in my Face. On my Conſcience, 
there he ſtands! What, ſhall I be plagued 
with you to Eternity? you old crippled 
Cuckold, you? See how gloomy he looks, 
at being call'd Cuckold! yet he muſt marry 
a young Wife; ha, ha, ha. | 
Sir Dav. Mercy on us! how do ſuch 
Things come in her Head? | 
Manage. Sir, I have conſulted my Art, 
and I find ſhe is certainly bewitch'd by an 
old Woman; eis a troubleſome Spirit that 
is in her; if it is charm'd out of her, it 
muſt enter into ſome other. Pray, Sir, can 
you procure any one for that Purpoſe? 
Sir Dav. Herc's her Maid; Won't ſhe do? 
Man. It muſt be a Man, Sir.— Will you 
me. undertake it yourſelf? | 
Sight Sir Dav. O Lord! What, have the De- 
beſien vil conjured into me? No, no, I 
| Faith; 
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Faitb. Well then, Sir; to do you Service, 
Il venture. But can you bring the De- 
vil out of me again, Manage? 1 
Man. Les, yes, Sir; he is not half ſo 
Hard to get out of 2 Man, as a Woman. — 
Stand ſtill, I charge you.—lI muſt limit you, 
— For your Life, don't croſs this Circle, - 
Pleaſe, Madam, to fit. down in this Chair.— 
Now, Sir, you muſt kneel down before 
Her. -Cloſer,-cloſer yet. There, look full 
in her Face; claſp both her Hands in yours, 
So, -I pulls out a- Book. | 
Imparibus, meritis, tria.— 
Sir Dau. Bleſs me! Is ſhe poſſeſs' d with 
three Devils? | 
Man. Pendom, torpora, Yamis —— 
Sir Dav. O Lord! What, three more 
Devils? 0 fog 
Man. Diſmas, et geſtas, Diſmas damnatur, 
gaſtas, ad aſtra levatur,. — Now Madam, 
recover. [Alide, to her. 
Laura. Where am J? in a Dream? 0 
Lacy! Is it you? + 
dir Dav. She recovers.---How: doſt thou 
do, Lauras 
Man. Death, Sir! keep in your Circle, Þ 
or you'll ſpoil all. ” FF 
Fraitb. Ha! my Blood boils; I'm all in He 
a Flame; my Brain's all Sulphur and Fire! T.. 
Make room the e! III pull down the Marble in 
Sky, and toſs the Stars about for Rock- 
ts. . b 
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Sir David. O he's ſtark mad! defend us 

from him! — | 
| Faith. Ha! Who's that? old Sathanas 2 
Il blow him up. —— No, he lives in Fire; 
that won't hurt him.-----Bilbo will do the 
| beſt, I'll ſtab him.----Be/zebub wants his 
Dinner. I'll 2 this Swine; the Devil 
ſhall glut himſelf with Hog's-fleſh to Day. 
[ Draws his Sword. 
| Man. Undone! undone! the Spirit grows 
too ſtrong for my Art. Fly! fly! Sir, for 

your Lite. | 
Sir Dav. Oh! oh! oh! fave me! fave 
me! [runs in, and claps the Door after him, 

Man. Now, Madam, make your Eſcape, 
before he returns. 

Lucy. Ay, good Madam, be quick. 

Laura. Any where, dear Faithful, 

Faith. My Lite! my Soul! come along, 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE, the Street, before Truſty's 


Door, 


Enter Roger, with a Pitchfork and dark 
Laniborn. 


Roger. It will be main dark to Night; 
How ſhall I get Home? Adod, Maſter 
Truſty keeps rare nappy Ale. Well, a Pot 
in the Pate is a Mile in the Gate. 


en PPP 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Jeffrey Conſtant, in a Riding. in 
CE DS. St 
Sir Jeff. Holo! Friend, do you hear? 


Roger. Ma'hap I do hear, and ma hap Ia 
do not; and what then? if 
Sir WG Nay, no great Matter, Friend, 
Is Mr. Traſty within? Io an 

Roger. Les, Sir, I'll knock at the Door, a! 
Truſty opens the Door, and ſbriełs out, He 

| and claps it to avain. Ithe 
Odſwookers, what's the Matter now? cat 


Sir Zeff. Was not that Mr. Tryuſty ? = 
| Rog. Sir, I think it was. [Clinch peeps oui. 
O undone ! here's my old Maſter come. I 
Roger. T heard a Noiſe, but can't hear. 
what they ſaid.---But come wi? me, III lead Fe 
you in the back way. : © 

Sir F. What can be the Meaning off 
this ?-=- he ſtarted at ſight of me; I took 
him always for an honeſt Man. Pr'y thee, 
Friend, knock. again. [ Roger knocks.| 
Roper. I believe they are all afleep, Sir 
I can hear nothing ftir. . - 

Sir Feff. Aſleep! that's impoſſible.—— es 
= come, ſhow me the back way you ſpoke } wil 
OT. | E 


Roger. Ay; but, on ſecond Thoughts, her 
Are not you ſome Rogue, with half a Score e 
Piſtols under that Great Coat. Lock ye, the 
ma hap you want to rob the Houſe ; andi s 


Tm an honeſt Man, and won't be drawn in 
ing n 
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Hesds in our Country. I won't ſhow you 


© che back Door now, mend yourſelf how you 
can. 


Sir Zeff. You may go about your Buſt- 


; you, and can find the Door myſelf. 
& Roger. Can you ſo? ----I don't like this 
Fellow; --- ma'hap, ᷑tis a Thief; but PH 


watch him. LExeunt. 


SCENE, the Infide of the Houſe, 


Enter Dolly. 


Dolly. Well, I am glad my Lady's mar- 
fried; 1 can't imagine what the Bridegroom 
will do, when my Maſter finds out the 
Trick. However, I'll not undeceive him; 
here he comes. O Sir! I tremble 
core ev'ry Limb o me! Juſt now, going into 
ye, the Parlour, a great ſwingeing Dog, as big 
Jas old Hobſon's Sonchor®, claps his two 
awnll fore Paws on my Shoulders, and ſtares me 
in in the Hace, with two Eyes as big as Horſe- 

| 1 ponds. 


© neſs, Friend; I know this Houſe as well as 
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ponds. I ſcream'd out, and whip, it va. 


niſh'd in a Trice. 7 
Truſty. Heaven reſt his Soul! *twas cet. C 
tainly Sir Feffrey /--- Clinch. 8 
| Enter Clinch. 510 
Clinch. Sir, do you call? 5 k 
Truſty. Did your old Maſter appear in ou 
the Shape of a Dog ? ent 
Clinch. Ay, Sir; a huge great Dog, azo" 
big as an Elephent. ot 
Daolly. O then, it was him that I ſaw. -- o 
O Lord! O Lord! if the Houſe is haunted, > 
I can't live in it: To be haunted with Spi- Il. 
rits is a fearful Thing. If he was Fleſh ande 
Blood, it was ſomething; but how ſhould aH * 
poor weak Woman deal with a Ghoſt? at 
* Trufty. Nay, I know not; for he fright- bo 
ed me terribly to Night. a 
Dolly. In what Shape did he appear to 
you, Sir? | do 
Truſty. In his own Shape; but I wiſh I L 
may never ſee him more. * 
Clinch. Did you obſerve, Sir, whether he] 8 
had cloven Feet ? | = « 
Truſt. Indeed, I know not whether he ©: 
had any Feet, or not. Mm; 
Enter Sir Jeffry; after him, Roger. are, 
Ha! protect me, 5 Powers! --=- avoid! tl 
Catan. The Form thou haſt ta'en, I never R 


injured; ſo let him know, (LY 
| . ally 
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va. 4 
Dolly. Oh! Heavens! [Exit. 
Clinch. Oh! ye Skies! = 
Sir 7eff. It ſeems I am become a Monſter ! 
Pr; thee, Friend, learn the Cauſe of theſe 
diſorders. © - 
Roger. The Cauſe! nay, I ſee plainly 
Wou're the Cauſe; they was all in their right 
Senſes juſt now: For my Part, I believe 
Wou're a Witch, or a Conjurer, and fo I'II 
ot budge a Foot, for fear you ſhould get 
Power o' me. i 
Sir Jeff. Sirrah, I believe you're the De- 
Wil; Why don't you get about your Buſi- 
Wc? What d'ye ſaunter after me for? 
8 Roger. Nay !---- Mailter, an you go to 
at, What a Del d'ye lounge to an agen 
bout this Houſe for? O Dolly! are 
We come? here's a queer kind of a old Gen- 
man here, wants I don't know what, wich 
don't know who. | | 
Dolly. [Trembling.] Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, 
Sir Feff, Hey day! What do you tremble 
Pr, Sweetheart? pr'ythee let Mr. Truſty 
ow I would ſpeak with him. | ! 
Dolly. I, I, I. I, I, I, I, I, Oh, oh, oh, 
h! Ro- Ro- Roger, - ha- have a ca- ca- 
are, kee-- keep him off; - don't let 
im to- to- touch you; no, not with his 
tle Finger. | CARY 0 
Roger, Why, what's the Matter? has he 
F the 
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the Plague trow? or is he a Spy from th; 
Spaniards? If he is, faith I'll maul him. 
Dolly. No; he is worle than that; it! 
= Gho-- Gho-- Ghoſt! 
Roger. O the Devil! keep off, Satan !-.. 

3 Halds out his Fork at bin 
-Ods fleſh! my Hair ſtands on End! 
Keep your Diſtance, Mr. Belzebub, or--. 

Sir Jeff. Belzebub! I think Belzebub hy 
poſſeſs d you both.---- What a Devil do yi 
mean, Sweetheart? look well at me; Dong 
J appear like Fleſh and Blood? 
Dolly. Ay; bu- bu- bu- but we know 
yo- you are not ſo, Sir. 

Sir Feff. Zoons! do I walk like a Spirit 
do the Dead ſpeak as Ido? Feel mel 
1 

Roger. Mercy upon me !-=-- keep you 
Diſtance. Feel the Devil! ---- ſtand off, of 
Il ſtick your Ghoſtſhip into the Guts. 
Feel ye! with a Devil to ye! | 

Sir Feff. Why, what a plague is the mat 
ter with ye? Pray, Who told you I wa 

dead? | 

Dolly. Thoſe that knew very well.----- 
But I can't bear the Sight of ye any 

:Jonger,----Now you may ſpeak. Ze Clinch 


Enter Clinch. 


Sir Jeff. Diſtraction! Hell and Fury! 
Ha! who do I fee? my Son's Man? bo 
come you here, Sirrah? > 

TOY Clinch. 


dra tie Cinch. Save me, for Mercy's Sake . | 
Sir Fe. What do you ſtart at, Raſcal, 
, „ 2 4 1 N " 


Clizch. But that I know you are dead, 1 
Jurſt ſwear you are alive. 

Sir Feff. You know I am dead, Sirrah f 
ow dare you ſtare me in the Face, with 


a 


Wit uch an impudent Lye? I find now Who 
3 ha Was raifed this Lye; Where's that Rake, | 
2 our Maſter ? | 


Clinch. Heaven have Mercy upon me, 
and defend me! How ſhould I anſwer a 
Spirit? The Parſon within is an Oxford” 
Scholar; Roger, go call him; ma'hap, the 
hoſt and he may underſtand one another. 
Roger. Vil go this Minute; and then, if 
any Thing troubles his Mind, he may diſ- 
burthen himſelf. 2 
Sir Jeff. Sirrah, PII break all the Bones 
in your Skin; I will, Sirrah. of 
Runs after Clinch; Clinch runs iu. 

Clinch. Oh! Oh! Oh! S 
Roger. Well run, Clinch; well run, Ghoſt. 
Adod, tis a plaguy miſchievous Spirjt.----- 
However, PIl venture to ſpeak to it once 
more. What is it diſturbs your Sprite? tell 
me; I begin to find you was my Landlord, - 
when you was Fleſh and Blood; and III 
ſee you righted, as I am an honeſt Man: 

Sic Jeff. I find I muſt ſeem to comply 
with this Fellow,--—-- Ves, Friend, I would. 
[peak to Mr. Traſty. 

F 2 Roger. 


„ 

Roger. Good lack! What, ma'hap you 
Soul won't reſt elſe? --- But when you have 
f. oken with him, will you haunt this Houk 
no more, look you ? 

Sir Jeff. No, I tell you ——— O the 
Devil! N 

Roger. Mercy on us! Are you the Devil, 
ſay you? O Lord! O Lord !--- keep off 
don't move an Inch nearer : Ill knock. 

Dolly. Who's there? 

Roger. Tis I, Dolly. Tell Mr. Trufty, 
he muſt need ſpeak to this Ghoſt, or *cwillſ 
never be laid. — Tell Maſter, if he'll come 
our, it ſhan't hurt him; for Tl] keep it off 
with my Fork ; and ſo let him fear nought. 

Dolly. PI] tell him. | 

1 [Truſty looks thro! a Window, 

Truſty. I tremble every Joint. Why 
can't you reſt in your Grave, Sir Feffry? - 

Sir Feff. Why are you thus impoſed on 
Mr. Tray? I am as much alive as you.--« 
This is my Son's Doings, [Weeps, 

Truſty. My Heart miſgives me; ſure, 
this is no Ghoſt? Ghoſts don't weep. 
Sir Jef. Give me your Hand, Mr. Truſly, 
Tis odd you will not touch me. 


Keger. Take care, Mr. Truſty. 

Trauſty. Why ſhould I be afraid? I never 
wrong'd him. — Ha! *ctis a real Hand !---I 
have been abuſed, groſsly abuſed ; your er 

SEE 7 


8 

| 

[ Puts his Hand out. Wh 
C 

J 
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Your made me miſerable. I have paid him 


have the Rents in my Hands too, Oh! oh! 
ir 7e. As to that, Mr. Trafty, let him 
it; cis the laſt he ſhall have from me: 
u have ſerved me long, and, I believe, 
jeſtly ; I will not take the Advantage the 


evil, allows. 
off y. You ſpeak nobly, Sir Feffry ; ---=-- 
. „alas! my Daughter --- 


ir Jef. What of her? 


"ufty ruſty. Is married to your Son. 

cwilll 1 75 Go, -— you're not the Man TI: 
ome ght you.---You are but a deſigning 
it off ve: You ſhould have been as juſt to my 

gbt. N, as myſelf; and not have juggled him 


a Marriage with my Slave. 
ruſty. Sir, we are free born here; 


Why were 1 your Slave, ſhe is not.---- And - 
% -W the Truth muſt out; know, ſhe is no 
d on Bd of mine, but my Lord Belvil's; in- 
u.--« cd to my Care in her Infancy: Her 
eeps. her dying in her Birth, their Marriage 
ture, ¶ conceal'q, out of Regard to my Lord's 


er, whom he fear'd to offend. I have 


ty. Wzht her up as my own, for my Lord, 
ſettled a Thouſand a Year on her; 

out. Wb, with all ics Improvements, I will | 
deliver up to Captain Conftant; and 

lever they both come; — and I hope they * 

---I er find you a Father. 

Son 

has 


F. 3 Enter 


” 


(66) 
Enter Conſtant, Belinda, Faithful, ay 


Laura. 
Sir Fe. ls it poſſible ! Od, Madam, 
wiſh you Joy with all my Heart. 


Euter Sir David. 


Sir Dav. O! have I found you? Thien 
Picklocks! Scoundrels! ----I charge you; 
in the King's Name, ſecure theſe Two. 

Truj:y. Why, in my Opinion, Sir Dau 
they are ſecure enough; they're hampe 
in the Chain of Matrimony. 

Sir Dav. Married! the Devil they: 
Marriage and Hanging go by Deſtiny... 
I think you have robb'd me, Miſtreſs. I 

Laura. Of nothing but my own, 
mark that. 

Sir Dav. The Law ſhall decide that; 
fo confound you both. U 

Conſt. He's gone in a terrible Paſlion, 


Give me Belinda, and my Faults fergit 


Dear Father; and I then begin to live 
[ Exeunt on 


I, an 


dam, 


Thier 
you: 
['wo. 

Dau 
ampe 
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Enter Sharper and Bellmour. (- 
Sir Joſeph, and Bluff, craſſing. 


HO are them? they 
ſeem inſeparable Com- 
panions. 

Bel. What, don't you 
now that Fool, with 
awdry Out- ſide, and a beggarly Lining? 
s Sir Joſeph Wittol, of Witsoll- Hall, in 
dmitatu Buchs; a Man of large Acres. A 
le of thy Chymiſtry, Tom, may extract 
Id from that Dirt. He may be worth 
r Acquaintance. 10 | 


— 
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A2 Sharper. 


( 

Sharper. Say you ſo? Faith, I am as 
as a Chymlft, and would be as induſtriou; 
But what's he that follow'd him? Is not he 
a Dragon, that watches thoſe Golden Pip- 
pins? | 

Bel. Hang him; no; he a Dragon! I 
he be, he's a very peaceful one; I can iq 
fure his Anger dormant; Or ſhould he ſeen 
to rouſe, tis but well laſhing him, and be 
will ſleep like a Top. 

Sharper. Ay! is he of that Kidney ? 

Bel. Yet is adored by that Biggot, Sir 
Joſepb, as the Image of Valour : He cal 
him his Back; and, indeed, they are neye 
by what Miſchance, the Knight was alone 
and had fallen into the Hands of ſon 
Night-walkers, who, I fuppoſe, would hav 
pillaged him; but I chanced to come bj; 
and reſcued him. Tho' I believe he wa 
heartily frighten'd; for as ſoon as ever |t 
was looſe, he ran away, without ever ſtzy 
ing to ſee who had help'd him. 4 

Sharper. Is that Bully of his in the Army 

Bel. No; but is a Pretender, and we 
the Habit of a Soldier; which, now-a-day 
as often cloaks Cowardiſe, as a black Go 
does Atheiſm. Lou muſt know, he I 
been abroad; — went purely to run aw! 
from a Campaign; — enrich'd himfelf wil 
the Plunder of a few Oaths; is the Dru 
of his own Praiſe; and, to paſs more ci 

| rem 


——— 


(7) 


rent, is dignified by the Title of Captain 
Poor B/. But buſh; yonder goes the Knight. 
r10U3. i have no Buſineſs with him, tho? robably 
10t he ou May.--.Farewell. [Exit Bell. 
1 Pip- ) 


Enter Sir Joſeph Wittoll, got ſeeing Sharper. 


Sir Fo. Um. — Ay, this, this is the 
ery damn'd Place: The inhuman Canibals, 
he bloody-minded Villains, would have 
putcher'd me laſt Night: No doubt, they 
would have fley'd me alive, have fold my 
kin, and devour'd my Members. 
Sharp. How's this ? Aide. 
Sir Fo. An it hadn't been for a civil Gen- 
leman as came by, and frighten'd 'em 
way.—But agad, I durſt not ſtay to give 
im Thanks. 

Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour he means. 
a! I have a Thought.— [ Aſide. 
Sir Fo. Zooks! would the Captain would 
Ome 3 the very Remembrance makes me 
vake; Egad I ſhall never be reconciled to 
his Place heartily. 

Sharp. *Tis but trying, and being where 
am, at worſt, Now Luck! [Aide] Curs d 
ortune! this muſt be the Place; this damn'd 
nlucky Place. 

dir Je. Egad, and ſo tis. Why here 
s been more Miſchief done, I perceive. 
Sharp. No; *tis gone, tis loſt. —-Ten 
bouſand Devils on that Chance which 
rew me hither. Ay, here, juſt here; this 
D Spot, 


(72) 
Spot, to me, is Hell; nothing to be found, 
but the Deſpair of what I've loſt. * 
| [ Looking about, as in Search 
Sir 70. Poor Gentleman! — By the Lord 
Harry, I'Il ſtay no longer; for I have found 
too.— | | 
Sharp. Ha! Who's that has found? what 
have you found? Reſtore it quickly; or 
b 
"Sir 70. Not I, Sir; not I, as I've a Soul 
to be ſaved ; I have found nothing but what 
has been to my Loſs, as I may ſay, and az} 
you were ſaying, Sir. — 
Sharp, O! your Servant, Sir; you ate 
ſafe then, it ſeems; *cis an ill Wind that 
blows no Body Good, Well, you may re- 
Joice over my ill Fortune, ſince it paid the 
Price of your Ranſom. 1:4 
Sir Fo. I rejoice! egad, not I, Sir; I 
ſorry for your Loſs, wich all my Heart 
Blood, and Guts, Sir; and if you did but 
p know me, you'd ne'er ſay I were ſo ill-na-ſ 
tured. 
Sharp. Know you! Why, can you be ſo 
ungrateful, to forget me? 
Sir. Jo. O Lord! forget him! — no, no 
Sir, I don't forget you; — becauſe I never 
ſaw your Face before; egad; ha, ha, ha. 
Sharp. How ! D Angrily. 
Sir Jo. Stay, ſtay, Sir; let me recolleR. -- 
He's a damn d angry Fellow. —I believe! 
had better remember him, till I can get ** 
2 0 


(73) 
ound, f his Sight; but, out o' Sight, out o Mind, 
ad. 
earch, Sharp Methought the Service I did you 
e Lord Weſt Night, Sir, in preſerving you from thoſe 
found Ruffians, might have taken better Root in 


our ſhallow Memory. 
Sir Fo. Gads-daggers, Belts, Blades and 


| what 


„; orfficabbards! this is the very Gentleman! 
uw ſhall I make him a Return, ſuitable 
2 Soul the Greatneſs of his Merit? I had a 
t what retty Thing to chat Purpoſe, if he han't 
and as ighted it out of my Memory. Hem! 
em! — Sir, I moſt ſubmiſſively implore 
bu ate our Pardon for my Trangreſſion of Ingra-- - 
J tha tude and Omiſſion; having my intire De- 
ay te- Nendence, Sir, upon the Superfluity of your 
id the Poodneſs, which, like an Inundation, will, 


hope, totally immerge the Recollection 
f my Error, and leave me floating in your 
ight, upon the full-blown Bladders of Re- 


„ Im 
Heart, 


id butf@:ntance ; — by the Help of which, I ſhall 
ill-nz-MMnce more hope to ſwim into your Favour, 
: [ Bows, 

1 be (of Harp. So-h—, O Sir! I am eaſily pa- 

ty'd; the Acknowledgement of a Gentle- 
o, no, pan - | | 
never Sir 70. Acknowledement! Sir, Tam all 
ha. er Acknowledgment, and will not ſtick 
ugrily  ſhew it in the greateſt Extremity; by 
eR. --M&'ght, or by Day; in Sickneſs, or in 
jeve Health; Winter, or Summer; all Seaſons 
et outd Occaſions ſhall teſtify the Reality and 


offf G Gratitude 


674 
Gratitude of your ſuperabundant hum 
Servant, Sir Zc/eph Wittol}, Knight. Hey 
Hem! | 

Sharp. Sir Foſeph Wittoll / 

Sir 70. The ſame, Sir; of W:ttoll-Hy 
in Comitatu Bucks. 

Sharp. Is it poſſible! Then I am hap 
to have obliged the Mirror of Knighthoo 
and Pink of Courteſy in the Age. Let u 
embrace you. 

Sir 70. O Lord, Sir! 

Sharp. My Loſs I eſteem as a Trifle, 
paid with Intereſt; ſince it has purchak 
me the Friendſhip and Acquaintance of i 
Perſon in the World, whoſe Character 
admire. 

Sir 70. You are only pleaſed to ſay 
Sir. — But pray, if I may be ſo bold, Wh 
is that L<1s you mention? | 

Sharp. O! term it no longer lo, Sir. 
the Scuftie, laſt Night, I only dropt al 
of a Hundred Pound, which, I conſeſs 
came half deſpairing to recover; but Thai 
to my better Fortune. 

Sir Fo. You have found it, Sir, then 
ſeems; I proteſs I am heartily glad. 

Sharp. Sir, your humble Servant. 
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1 (78-1 
t. He Sir 70. What a dickens does he mean by 
US ccivial Sum? [ Afide: 

But han't you found it, Sir? 

Sharp. No other wiſe, I vow to Gad, but 

n my Hopes in you, Sir. 

m hap , Je. Humph, . 

ghthoo Sharp. But that's ſufficient.-=- *T were In- 
If not doubt the Honour of Sir Foſeph 

tl. 

Sir Jo. O Lord, Sir! 

Sharp. You are above (I'm. ſure) a 


0-H 


rifle, 
urch Thought ſo low, to ſuffer me to loſe what 
e fas ventured in your Service; nay, 'was, 


in a manner, paid down for your Delive- 
France; *twas ſo much lent you; — and 
ay you ſcorn, VII ſay that for you — _ 
„Sir Jo. Nay, I'll: ſay that for myſelf, 
„ W 
(with your Leave, Sir) Ido ſcorn a dirty. 
Si. bing. But, egad, Pm a little out of 
Pocket at preſent: | | 
at Sharp. Pſhaw ! you can't want a Hun- 
dred Pounds. Your. Word is ſufficient any 
where: Tis but borrowing ſo much Dirt; 
you have large Acres, and can ſoon repay 
it. Money is but Dirt, Sir Foſeph; — 
meer Dirt. 8 
Sir 70. But I profeſs, 'cis a Dirt I have 
waſh'd my Hands of, at preſent ; I have laid 
it all out upon my Back. | 
Sharp. Are you ſo extravagant in Cloaths, 


dir Fo/eph ? 
G 2 Sir 


racer 


1 
* 
| 
| 


Wa! 4 
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(76) 
Sir 70. Ha, ha, ha; a very good Jeft, 1 
profeſs; ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt; and 
I did not know I had ſaid it, and thats: 
better Jeſt than t'other. Tis a Sign you 
and I han't been long acquainted ; you hay 
Joſt a good Jeſt, for want of knowing me, 
--- I only mean a Friend of mine, whom] 
call, my Back; he ſticks as cloſe to me, 
and follows me through all Dangers.----He 
is, indeed, Back, Breaſt, and Head-picce, 
as it were, to me. --Egad, he's a brave Fel. 
low.----Paub! I am quite another Thing, 
when I am with him: I don't fear the De- 
vil (bleſs us!) almoſt, if he be by. Ah--- 
had he been with me laſt Night. 
Sharp. If he had, Sir, what then? he 
cou: have done no more, nor, perhajs, 
have ſuifer'd fo much.—-Had he a Hundred 
Pounds to loſe? [ Angrily, 
Sir Jo. O Lord, Sir! by no means. (But 

I might have ſaved a Hundred Pounds.) l 
meant innocently, as I hope to be ſaved, 
Sir, (A damn'd hot Fellow.) Only, as I was 
ſaying, I let him have all my ready Money, 
to redeem his great Sword from Limbo.-- 
But Sir, I have a Letter of Credit to Alder= 
man Fondfegwife, as far as a Hundred Pounds, WW 
and you ſhatlhee I am a Pcrion, ſuch a one 
as you would wiſh to have met with. 
i [ Gives it him, 

Sharp. That you are, I'Il be worn. | Af6de. 
Why that's great, and like your elf. 


Enter 


(199) 


3 and Enter Capt. Bluff. 


as 2 Sir 70. Oh! here a' comes.----- Ah! my 
ou Hector of Troy! Welcome, my Bully, my 
have N Back; egad, my Heart has gone a pit pat 
me. for thee. 
om Bla. How! how! my young Knight? 
me, not for Fear, I hope; he that knows me, 
He muſt be a Stranger to Fear. : 
ice, Sir 70. Nay, egad, I hate Fear, ever fince 
Fel. @1 had like to have died of a Fright. But 
Bluff. But? Look you here, Boy, here's 
De- your Antidote; here's your Jeſuic's Powder 
h. - for a ſhaking Fit. But who haſt thou got 
with thee? Is he of Metal? 
= [ Laying his Hand upon bis Sword. 
„ Sir Fo. Ay, Bully; a deviliſh ſmart Fel- 
ed low; *a will fight like a Cock. 
20. Bluff. Say you ſo? then I honour him. 
But Bot has he been Abroad? for every Cock 
ein fight upon his own Dunghill. 


ec, Sir Jo. I don't know, but I'll preſent 
WAS you. 

©, Bluff. Vil recommend myſelf. — Sir, I 
„ Jp onour you; I underſtand you love fight- 
e ing: Sir, I kiſs your Hilts. J 

ds, e Sharp. Sir, your Servant; but You are 
ne miſinform'd; for unleſs it be to ſerve my 
* rarticular Friend, as Sir Joſeph here; my 


Country, or my Religion; or in ſome very 
\ uſtifiable Cauſe, I'm not for it. : 
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Bluff. O Lord! I beg your Pardon, Sir; MW 
I find you are not of my Palate; you can't Wer 
reliſh a Diſh of Fighting, without ſweet M@ - 
Sauce. Now I think, Þ 
Fighting for Figbting's Sake's ſufficient Cauſe, Noi 
Fighting, to mes Religion, and the Laws, Na. 
Sir 70. Ay, well faid, my Hero! Wa Wo 
not that Great, Sir? by the Lord Harry, he 
ſays true; Fighting is Meat, Drink, ani 
Cloth to him. But Back, this Gentleman 
is one of the beſt Friends I have in the 
World, and ſaved my Life laſt Night. —_WTr: 
You know I told you. 
Bluff. Ay! Then I honour him again 
Sir, may I crave your Name? 
Sharp. Sir, my Name's Sharper. N 
Sir Fo. Pray, Mr. Sharper, embrace mii 
Back. — Very well.---By the Lord Harri 
Mr. Sharper, he's as brave a Fellow as Car 
nibel; Are you not, Bully Back ? | 
Sharp. Hannibal, I believe you mean 
Sir 7oſeph. | 
Bluff. Undoubtedly he did, Sir. Faith, 
Hannibal was a very pretty Fellow.----But, 


Sir Joſeph, Comparifons are odious.— Ha rask 
nibal was a very pretty Fellow in thoſe Day mer 
it muſt be granted. --- Bur, alaſs, Sir! werf too 
he alive now, he would be nothing, nothing had 
in the Earth. 1 6. 
Sharp. How, Sir! I make a Doubt, iſ 8 
there be at this Day a greater General breath I 
0 


ing. 
N Bluj 


(79) 
Sir, Bluff. Oh! excule me, Sir; Have you 
can't M:rved Abroad, Sir? 
[weer W Sharp. Not I, really Sir. 

Bluff. Oh! I thought fo. —— Why then 
auſe; Nou can know nothing, Sir. Pm afraid you 
05, Mcarce know the Hiſtory of the late Wars 
Was n Flanders, with all its Particulars, 

y, be Sbarp. Not I, Sir; no more than publick 
and Letters, or Gazettes, tell us. | 

eman Bluff. Gazettes! Why there again now.-- 

the Why, Sir, there are not three Words of 

—— Truth, the Year round, put into the Ga- 

zette.— Pl! tell you a ſtrange Thing now, 

in. as to that, — You muſt know, Sir, I was 

Irelident in Flanders, the laſt campaign; had 

Za (mall Poſt there; but no matter for that.-- 
e mi Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any Thing of 
arr Moment done, but an humble Servant of 
Can yours, that ſhall be nameleſs, was an Eye- 

E witneſs of; —I won't ſay, had the greateſt 
nean Share in't: Tho' I might ſay that too, ſince 
I vame no Body you know. —— Well, Mr. 
Harper, would you think it? In all this 
Time, as I hope for a Truncheon,-=-this 
Iraskally Gazette-writer never ſo much as 
mention'd me, — not once, by the Wars; 
took no more Notice, than if Noll Bluff 
had not been in the Land of the Living. 

Sharp. Strange! 

Sir 70. Yet, by the Lord Harry, tis 
true, Mr. Sharper ; for I went every Day 
to Coffee-Houſes, to read the Gazette m 
lelf. Bluff 


Bluj 
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Bluff. Ay, ay, no matter.— Vou ſee, M. # 
Sharper, after all, I am content to retire, -N not 
live a private Perſon; — Scipio, and others, e 
have done it. d 

Sharp. Impudent Rogue! [ Afidr 0 

Sir Jo. Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of WP 
_ Egad, If he would put in fort, MM. 
might be made a General himſelf, yet. de 

Bluff. Oh! fy ! no, Sir Foſeph;— 50 * 
know [I hate this. .* 

Sir 70. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper 2 har 
little, how. you eat Fire once out of the e. 
Mouth of a Cannon; --- egad he did! thoſe . 
impenetrable Whiskers of his have confront ſM*** 
ed Flames! | . 1 

Bluff. Death! What do you mean, Sir Put 

Sir Fo. Look ye now; I tell you, he Si 
ſo modeſt, he'll own nothing. di 

Bluff. Piſh! you have put me out; Ie 
have forgot what I was about. Pray hold | 
your Tongue, and give me Leave. [ Angriz.Mt* 

Sir 70. I am dumb. | 

Bluff. This Sword, I think, I was telling: 
you of, Mr. Sharper. This Sword Tu 80 
maintain to be the beſt Divine, Anatomil,y - 
Lawyer, or Caſuiſt, in Europe; it ſhall d-, 
cide a Controverſy, or ſplit a Cauſe # 

Sir Fo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak ; it will, 
8 a Hair; by the Lord Harry, I have 

cen it. g | : 


Biff 


(81) 
Bluff. Zoons, Sir! it's a Lye; you have 
not ſeen it, nor ſhan't ſee it: Sir, I ſay you 
can't ſee; What d'ye ſay to that now? 

Sir 70. I am blind. 

Bluff. Death ! had any other Man inter- 
rupted me. 
- Sir Fo. Good Mr. Sharper, ſpeak to him; 
dare not look that way. 

Sharp. Captain, Sic Joſeph is penitent. 

Bluff. O J am calm, Sir; calm as a diſ- 
Charged Culverin ; — but *twas indiſcreet, 
When you know what will provoke me. 
hoſe Ny, come, Sir Foſeph ; you know my 
Hear's ſoon over. : 
| Sir Je. Well, I am a Fodl ſometimes. — 
But I am ſorry. 
| Bluff. Enough. 
| Sir 70. Come, wel! go take a Glaſs, to 
frown Animubities. Mr, Sharper, willi you 
urtake? 
arp. I wait on you, Sir. Nay, pray 
$aptain, ---- you are Sir Foſeph's Back. 
3$ MM. [ Exeunt, 


Feier Sir Joſeph Wittol, and Cape. Biuff. 
Bu, And ſo, out of your unwonted 


Fefe 


t; | 
hold 


1grily 
elling 


rd Pl 
omiſt, 


. ir 70. And good Nature, Back; I am 
it will 0d-natur'd, and I can't help it 
| have Blat. You have given him a Note upon 


dlewife tor a Hundred Pounds. 


Bluff. | Sir 


1 (392) 

U Sir Fo. Ay, ay, poor Fellow, he ven- 

i! tur'd fair fort. | ; 

3 Bluff. You have diſobliged me in't.—— 
5 For I have Occaſion for the Money; and if 
| you would look me in the Face again, and dN 


live, go, and force him to re- deliver you 
the Note; go, --- and bring it me hither, Ml ** 
PI! ſtay here for you. | 

Sir Jo. You may ſtay *till the Day of) 
Judgment then; by the Lord Harry, I knoy 
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better Things, than to be run through the A 
Guts for a Hundred Pounds, _— Why] . 
gave that Hundred Pound for being oy 
and d'ye think, an there were no Danger 

Il be ſo ungrateful to take it from the Gen. 

| tl:man again ? | 
. Bluff. Well, go to him from me — T 

| bim, I'fay- he muſt refund; —or Bilbo si 
. Word, and Sjavghter will enſue.— If. 
4 refuſes, tell him, — but whiſper that; % 
F him—- Pl! pink his Soul; — but whilgl Bu 
3 that ſofcly to him. WV 
# Sir Fo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never han 
4 on't, I warrant you. — Why, what a D Hot 
14 vil's the Matter, Bully? Are you mi tb 
CF: Or d&'ye think I'm mad? Egad, for oi. 
10 Part, I don't love to be the Meſſenger 4 
ill News; 'tis an ungrateful Office, — 10M M. 
him yourſelf, ; 

Bluff. By theſe Hilts, I believe he frigh 5; 


ed you into this Compoſition ; I believe j 
gave it him out of Eear, pure paltry Feat 
confeſs. 


683) 

Sir Jo. No, no, hang't, I was not afraid 
neither; — tho' I confeſs he did, in a man- 
ner, ſnap me up: Yet I can't ſay twas al- 
dir bgether out of Fear, but partly to prevent 

* Miſchief; — for he was a deviliſh chole- 
rick Fellow: And if my Choler had been up 
too, egad there would have been Miſchief 
done, that's flat. And yet, I believe, if 
you had been by, I would as ſoon have let 
him ha' had a Hundred of my Teeth. 
uche Ad sbeart, if he ſhould come juſt now, 
Vhy | when I'm angry, I'd tell him Mum. 


ſaved, Enter Sharper. 


Sharper. Sir Foſeph, —— your Note wa 
accepted, and the Money paid at Sight 
I'm come to return my Thanks. | 

Sir Fo. They won't be accepted ſo readi 
ly as the Bill, Sir. 9 

Sharp. This is double Generoſity;-— 1 
do me a Kindneſs, and refuſe my Thanks. 118 
But I hope y ou are not offended that I ot 
ter'd em. 

Sir 70. May be I am, Sir; may be lar 
not, Sir; may be I am both, Sir: Wha 
then? I hope I may be oftended, withor 
any Offence to you, Sir. 

Sharp. Hey day, Captain! What's tl. 
Matter? You can tell. 

Bluff. Mr. Sharper, the Matter is pn 
Sir Joſep h has found out your Trick, A 

of 


684) 
does not care to be put upon, being a Man 
of Honour. | 
Sharp. Trick, Sir ! to 
Sir Fo. Ay, Trick, Sir; and won't he 
put upon, Sir, being a Man of Honour, | 
Sharp. Heark'e, Sir Feſeph, a Word with Y — 


ye. In Conſideration of ſome Favour, W fin 
lately received, I would not have you drang 
yourſelf into a Premunire, by truſting to ver 
that Sign of a Man there, — that Pot. my 
gun, charged with Wind. | 

Sir Fo. O Lord! O Lord! Captain Wtiu 
come juſtify yourſelf. --- Ill give him the 


Lye, if you'll ſtand to it. bef 
Sharp. Nay then, I'll be before-hand wid be 
you; take that, Oaf. [Cuffs hin, put 
Sir 70. Captain, will you fee this? Won't con 
you pink his Soul? l 


Bluff. Huſh! tis not ſo convenient now & 
I ſhall find a Time. 1 
Sharp, What do you mutter about af < 
Time, Raſcal ? ---- you were the Incendis. put 
ry. There's to put you in Mind of your £ 
Time.--- A Memorandum. [ Kicks hin | 
Bluff. Oh! this is your Time, Sir, youWeutt 


had beſt make ule on't. 8 
Sharp. Egad, and ſo I will: There's Ma 
gain for you, [ Kicks hin I 


Bluff. You are obliging, Sir; but this 
too publick a Place to thank you in: But 
in your Ear; you are to be ſeen again. 

| Shar), 


Man 
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with 
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draw 
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Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward, and 
to be felt — as for Example. 

[ Kicks him and By 

Bluff. — Yery well — very fine 
— but "us no Matter — is not this 
fine, Sir Foſeh? 

Sir Jo. indifferent, agad in my Oni 
very indifferent, — I'd rather go plain all 
my Life, than wear ſuch Finery. 

Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted 
thus! I'll die before P11 ſuffer it. ¶ Dratos. 
Sir Fo. O Lord his Anger was not raiſed 
nay, dear Captain, don't 
be in Paſſion now, he's gone — put up, 
put up, dear Back, 'tis your Sir Zo/eph begs, 
come let me kiſs thee, ſo, fo, put up, put up. 

Bluff. By Heaven tis not to be put up. 

Sir Fo. What Bully? 1 

Bluff. The Affront. 3 

Sir 76. No agad no more ' tis, for that 8 
put up already ; thy Sword I meap. 

Bluff. Well Sir Joſepb, at your FOE 
— but were not you my Friend, abus'd an 
cuff d and kick'd. ¶ putting up.] 

Sir Fo. Ay, ay; ſo were you too; no 
Matter, cis paſt. 

Bluff. By the immortal Thunder of great 
Guns, *tis talſe He fucks not vital Air. 
who dares affirm it to this Face. [1:oks big. 

Sir Fo. To that Face I grant you Cap- 
ain — no, no, I grant you — not to you 

| ace 


venge the Affront done to my Honour. 


(86) 
Face by the Lord Harry — if you had 
put on your fighting Face before, you had 
done his Buſineſs — he duift as ſoon have 
kils'd you, as kick'd you, to your Face — 


but a Man can no more help what's done 


behind his Back, than what's ſaid — come 
we'll think no more of what's paſt 

Bluff. I'll call a Council of War within, 
to confider of my Revenge to come.{ Exe. 


Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluff. foff 


Bluff: Fear him not — I am prepar'd 
for him now ; and he ſhall find he might 
fafer have rous'd a Nleeping Lion. 

Sir Fo. Huſh, huſh, don't y ou ſee him? io 

Bluff. Shew him to me, where is he? | 

Sir Fo. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud — | 
don't jeſt, as I did a little while ago lool 

vonder: —— A-gad, if he ſhould hear the 
Lien roar, he'd cudgel him into an Aſs, and 
his primitive braying. Don't you remem- 
ber the Story in Aſop s Fables, Bully? A- 

ad, there are good Morals to be pick d 
out of A ſop's Fables, let me tell you that; 
and Reynard the Fox too. 

Bluff. Damn your Morals. 

Sir 70. Prithee, don't ſpeak fo loud. 

Bluff. Damn your Morals, I muſt re- 


in a Jow Voice 


Fa 


6 
Sir Fo. Ay; Do, do, Captain, if you 
think fir — you may diſpoſe of your o. 
Fleſli as you think fitting, d'ye ſee: —— 
But by the Lord Harry Pll leave you. 
[ Stealing off on Tip-toes. 
Biaff. Prodigious! what will you for- 
fake your Friend in his Extremity ? You 
can't in Honour refuſe to carry him # 
eum. ¶ Challenge. [ Almoſt whiſpering, and treading 
foftly after him. | 
„Sir 7o. Prithee, what do you ſee in my 
par d Face, that looks as if I could carry a Chal- 
night enge? Honour is your Province, Captain: 
1 take it. All the World know me 
1m! Nio be a Man of Worſhip. 


Pray give me Leave to keep my Carcaſe whole, 
But Huff fight yourſelf with all my Soul, 


[Exeunt omnes. 
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THE 


eign d Shipwreck, 


OR THE. 


MAGINARY HEIR. 


EF  ZOND@m 
rinted for A. JIAcksox, in Clare Court, 
Drury- Lane. 1741. : 


PERSON S Who ſpeak in th 
FEIGN'D SHLIPWRECK, &. 


L 


Elder Loveleſs, a Gentleman of Fortune 


Joung Loveleſs, his Brother. — 
Cartain | 

Poet Companions. 

Traveller | 


Szvil, a Steward. 
Morecraft, an Ulurer. 
A rich Widow, Ce. 


ae 


- 


3 ARS. Lo ROM 


— 


THE 
Feign'd Shipwreck, 
n the @ :®;: 170] H E 
Ge. 


MAGINARY HEIR: 


7 i 1 
"1\ | 


3 


Enter elder "onde 8, young Loveleſs, 
and Say il. 


7 ung Loveleſs. 


[Ir ROTHER, you'll hazard the 
lloſing your Tide to Graveſend. 
El. Lov. I go; but Brother, 
what Courſe to live does your: 
— lmagination flatter you 0 
ſince © Morecrafi the Uſurer has devout 
our Land. 
| Young Lov. Ay, the Devil ſtick all the 
ones of it in his Throatz as to. my 
_ Courſe, 


>» FIX 


A * 
ew” 


* . 


* 


8 


. 


| („„ 

Courſe, I may be an Horſe-Courſer, I 
think, but loſe no, Time about, that, he Wl © 
chat Buſies Himſelf about my Fortune,” may 

be ſaid to be buſy about nothing. 

El. Lov. Yet, the Man that means to 
live, muſt uſe the Means: Br 
25 Lov. Why Il take a Purſe, or it lis 
that? fait, Elf bet at Bowling Greens, or . 
turn Stallion. I warrant I live, while un- litt 
hang'd, and after, the Thoughts taken. 

El. Lov. I ſee you have fixt on no parti- t; 
cular Employment; well, to keep your 
Fees out of dangerous Paths, I have fe- 
ſolv'd you ſhall live as Maſter of my Houſe, 
It ſhall be your Care, Savil, to fee him ac- 
commodated, not according to his preſent 
Circumſtances, but to his Birth and former 
Forcures.. LOP: 
Jo. Lov. If it be left to him, if I be not 
found in blue Devil's Breeches, and Carna- rith 
tion. Jerſey Stockings, roll'd round my 
| Kyees like Hog's Puddings, I'Il never look I © 

ye in the Face again. 5 
El. Zov. To keep him ready to do you 
all Service, N and you to command 
him reaſonably, I leave you theſe farther 
Directions in Writing, which at your Lei- 
ſure open together and read: Farewell. 

[ Exeunt. 
Enter Young Loveleſs, andSavil, (theStewart.) 

Say; By your Fayour, Sir, you ſhall 

pardon Me. a. Lov. 


* 


(93) 
Yo. Lov. I ſhall bear your Fayour, Str, 
croſs me no more: 

I ſay they ſhall come in. 

Sv. You forgot ho I am. 

To. Lov. Sir, I do not; thou art my 
Brother's Steward, his caſt-off ant money, 
lis Kitchen- Arithmetik. 

Sav. Sir, I hope you vin not mant ſo 
Itcle of me? 

D. Lov. I make thee not ſo little as thou 
rt; for indeed there goes nd more to the 
aking of a Steward, but a fair Imprimis, 
15 a a reaſonable Trem infus'd into him, 
nd the Thing is done. 
Sav. Nay then you ſtir my Duty, andI 
uſt tell you — / 
Io. Lov. What would'ſt tell me, how 
lops grow, or hold ſome rotten Diſcourſe 
| Sheep, or when our Lady-Day falls? 
tithee fare well, and entertain my Friends, 
drunk, and burn thy Table-Books ; and 
y dear Spark of Velyer, thou and — 
= av. Good Sir, remember mmm 
5 you . Lev. I do remember thee a fooliſh 
mand low, one that did put his Truſt in Al- 
«ther Nnacks and Horſe-Fairs, and roſe by 
Te bY and Pot Butter, Shall they come 
Pet: 
are av, Nays then I muſt unfold your Bro- 
12rd.) Pleaſure: Theſe be the Leſſons, Ars 
ſhall left behind him. 


Lov 72 0. 2 


) 


49% 
2. Lov. Pry thee expound the firſt. 

Sav. I leave to maintain my Houſe 
Three Hundred Pounds a Year, and my 
Brother to diſpoſe of it. 19) | 
2. Lov. Mark that, my wicked Steward; 
and I diſpoſe of it. 


Sav. Whilſt he bears himſelf like a Gen- 
tleman, and my Credit fall not in him. 
Mark that, my good young Sir, mark that 
Jo. Lov. Nay, if it be more [ ſhall ful. 
fill it, while my Legs will carry me Þl| 
bear myſelf Gentleman: like, but when J am 
drunk, let them bear me that can. For 
ward, dear Ste ware. 
Fav. Next it is my Will, that he be für 
niſh'd, (as my Brother) with Attendance 
Apparel, and the obedience of. my People 

Jo. Lov. Steward, this is as plain as youll 1 
old minikin Breeches. Your. Wiſdom wil 
relent now, will iĩt not? Be mollify'd or x 
you underſtand me Sir, proceed. 
av. Next, that my Steward keep | 
Place, and Power, and bound my. Brothe 
Wildneſs with his Care. | 
Io. Liv. P11 hear no more of this Apt 


SP = ©” a 


crypha, bind it by itſelf, Steward. 7 
av. This is your Brother's Will, et 
as I take it, he makes no Mention of ü e. 
Company as you would draw unto rich 
Captains of Gally foiſts, ſuch as in a H 
Day have ſeen Calais, Fellows that have 5 
W mo y 


(95) 
more of God than their Oaths come to; 
they wear Swords to reach Fire at a Pla 
and get there the 6iPd End of a Pipe, er 
their Guerdon: Then the Remnant of your 
Regiment, are wealthy Tobaccc-Merchants, 

that ſet up with one Ounce and Break for 


_ three; together with-a forlorn Hope of 
that Poets, and all theſe look like Carthafians, 
W Things without Linnen: Are theſe fit Com- 
ie PI pany for my Maſter's Brother? 

| Tan I will either convert thee (O thou Pagan 


Steward) or preſently confound thee and 


mY thy Reckonings; who's re? Call in the 
\e f- Gentlemen. * | | 
dance 5 Good Sir 


I kr and where I am. 
Fav. Are you my Maſter's Brother ? 


d ot: % Lov. Are you the ſage Maſter Stew- 
ard, with a Face like an old Ephemerides? 
my Enter his Comrades, Captain, Traveller, 


Poet, Sc. 


is Aol av. Then God help us all ſay I, 
20. Lov. I, and 'tis well ſaid my old Peer 
of France : Welcome Gentlemen, welcome 


Groat. [meaning Savil.] 
Capt. Sir, I will take your Love 


er. Sir, you will take my Purſe. 
Capt. And 


. Lov. Nay, you ſhall ** both who- 


Gentlemen; mine own dear Lads you're 
richly welcome: Know this old Harry 


(96) 


Capt. And ſtudy ro continue it. 
Sav. I do believe you. 36297 49 
7rav. Your honourable Friend, and Mac. 
ter's Brother, hath given you to us fora 
worthy Fellow, and fo we hug you Sir. 
 Sav. Has given himſelf into the Hand; 
of Varlets, to be carvd out. Sir, are 
theſe the Pieces? | 
To. Lov. Theſe are the Morals of the 
Age, the Virtues, .Men made of Gold. 
Sav. Of your Gold, you mean Sir. Wu! 
Jo. Lov. This is a Man of War, and cries 
go on, and wears his Colours — 
Fav. In's Noſe. 

Yo Lov. In the fragrant Field. This is M9 
a Traveller Sir, knows Men and Manners, 
and has plough'd up the Sea fo far till both Ne 
the Poles have knock'd ; has ſeen the Sun 
take Coach, and can diſtinguiſh the Colour 
of bis Horſes, and their Kinds, and had a 
Flanders Mare leapt there. 
n 2 
Trav. I have ſeen more Sir. 
Fav. Tis even enough o' Confeience; 
ſit down, and reſt you, you are at the End 
of the World already, would you had as 8W'® 
good a Living Sir, as this Fellow could lie 
you out of, he has a notable Gift in't. 

Zo. Lov. This miniſte' the Smoak, and 
this the Muſes. F 


| gar. 


(97) 
Hav. And you the Cloaths, and Meat, 

and Money, you have a goodly Genera- 
21 tion of em, pray let them multiply, your 
Brother's Houſe is big enough, and to ſay 


* Truth, h'as too much Land; hang it 
ads Dire. 


25. Lov. Why now thou art a loving 
Stinkard. Fire off thy Annotations and 
hy Rent-Books, thou haſt a weak brain 


un mad. Gentlemen, you are once more 

elcome to Three Hundred Pounds a Year, 

e will be freely merry, ſhall we not? 
Cap. Merry as Mirth and Wine, my 

ovely Loveleſs. + N SE 
Poet. A ſerious Look ſhall be a Jury to 

xcommunicate any Man from our Com- 
any, 

Trav, We will not talk wiſely neither? 
Yo. Lov. What think you Gentlemen by 

| this Revenue in Drink ? | | 

| Capt. J am all for Drink. 

Trav, I am dry till it be ſo. 

Pcet. He that will not cry Amen to this, 


55 him live ſober, ſeem wile, and die o' th 
ad as “. ; 
1d lie To. Lov. It ſhall be ſo, we Il have it all 


Drink; let Meat and Lodging go, they 
tranſitory, and ſhew Men meerly mor- 
: Then we'll have Wenches, every one 


I we'll 


avl, and with the next long Bill thou wilt 


Wench, and every Week a freſh one; 
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( 98 ) 2 
we'll keep no powder'd Fleſh. All ther 
we have by Warrant, under the Title g 
Things neceſſary; here upon this Place 
ground it, the Obedience of my People, ail 
all Neceſſaries: Your Opinion, Gentlemen | 

Capt. Tis plain and evident, that h 


meant Wenches. 

Fav. Good Sir let me expound it. 

Capt. Here be as found Men as yourſelf 

Poet. This do J hold to be the Interpr. 
tation of it: In this Word neceſſary, j 
included all that be Helps to Man; Woma 
was made the firſt, and therefore here th 
chiefeſt. | 

Yo. .Lov. Believe me *tis a learned one 
and'by theſe Words, the Obedience of n 
People, you Steward being one, are bout 
to fetch us Wenches. | 

Cap. He is, he is. 

Zo. Lov, Steward, attend us for | 


ſtructions. ew hi 
Sav. But will you keep no Houſe, ? 
Zo. Lov. Nothing but Drink, Sir, thi 
hundred Pounds in Drink. | 3 
Sav. O miſerable Houſe, and miſcrah N 
I, that live to ſee it! Good Sir keep (al 
Mear. Ai 
Jo. Lov. Get us good Whores, and | 
your Part, PII board you in an Ale- hu Nc 
you ſhall have Cheeſe and Onions. bet 


Fav. What ſhall become of me, noCh 


| 


the 
Title g 
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ney Smoking? Well Prodigal, your Bro- 
ther will cone home. [ Exit. 

7. Lov. Come Lads, Ill warrant you 


Place! ſor Wenches, three hundred Pounds in 
ple, an Drink. [ Exeunt 

„„ oo: 55 ok f 
that h Enter Loveleſs and his Comrades. 


Zo. Lov. Come my brave Man of War, 


trace out thy Darling: And you my learned 
ourſelf Council, ſit and turn Boys, kiſs till the 
aterpeßg Cow come home; kiſs cloſe, . kiſs. cloſe 
hl Knaves: My modern Poet thou ſhalt kiſs in 


Couplets. Strike up you merry Varlets, 
and leave your peeping, this is no play for 
Fidlars. | 

Cap. O my dear Boy,; thy Hercales, thy 
Captain makes thee his Hylas, his Delight, 
his Solace. Love thy brave Man of War, 
and let thy Bounty clap him in Samois: * 
Let there be. deducted out of our main 
Potation five Marksin Hatchments to adorn 
bis Thigh, crampt with this Reſt of Peace, 
1 will fight thy Battles. 

Zo. Lev. Thou ſhalt have't Boy, and fly 
in Feathers; Lead on a March, you 
Michers. | 


here th 


ed one 
e of m 
e bol 


for I 
ſe, Sir 


niſeral 
ep lol 


_- 


| Enter Savil. bh 

$av. O my Head, O my Heart, what a 
Noiſe and Change is here! Wou'd I had 
been cold Pth* Mouth before this Day, and 
Lk ne'er 


„ and 


le- h | 
no Cl 


| 
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ne*er have liv'd to ſee this Diſſolution, He 
that lives within a Mile of this Place, had 
as good ſlec p in the perpetual Noiſe of an 
IronMil:; there's a dead Sea of Drink in F 
the Cellar, in which gocdly Vefſlels lie p 
wreck'd, and in the Middle of this Deluge {WM * 
the Tops of Flagons and Black-Jacks, like 


Churches drown'd i'th' Marſhes. * 
To. Lov. What, art thou come? My 
ſweet Sir Amias, welcome to Troy. Come 
thou ſhalt Kiſs my Helen, and court her in Nbe 
a Dance. | 
$av. Good Sir, conſider. bs 
2. Lov. Shall we conſider, Gentlemen! 
how ſay you? 
Cap. Conſider! that were a ſimple Toy 
i faith, conſider! Whoſe Moral's that? The 
Man that crys conſider is our Foe: Let my 
Steel know him. ; 5 


Zo. Lov. Stay thy dead-doing Hand, be 
muſt not die yet: Prithee be calm, my 
Hector. 

Cap. Peaſant, Slave, thou Groom com. 
poſe of Grudgings, live and thank this 
Gentleman, thou hadſt ſeen Pluto elle. 
'L ac next Conſider kills thee. 

Zrav. Let him drink down his Word in 
a Gallon of Sack. 

Poet. *Tis but a Snuff, make it two Gal- 
lons, and let him do it kneeling in Re- 
pentance. 

Fav. 


Sap. 


4 
Hav. Rather kill me, there's but a Lay- 
man loſt. Good Captain do your Office. 
Zo. Lov. Thou ſhalt drink, Steward, 
driak and dance wh. Steward. Strike him 


a Hornpipe, Squeakers. 

Hav. Sure Sir, I cannot dance with your 
Gentlewomen, they are too light for me; 
break my Head, and let me go. * 

Cap. He ſhall dance, he ſhall dance. 

75. Lov. He ſhall dance, and drink, and 


be drunk, and dance, and be drunk again, 
and ſhall ſee no Meat in a Year. 


Poet. And three Quarters. 

Yo. Lov. And three Quarters be it. 
Cap. Who knocks there? Let him in. 
Sav. Some to deliver me, I hope. 


Enter Elder Loveleſs, diſgniſed. 
El. Lov. Gentlemen, God fave you all, 


5 my Buſineſs is to one Maſter Loveleſs. 


Cap. This is the Gentleman you mean; 


view him, and take his Inventory, he is a 
right one. 


El. Lov. He promiſes no leſs, Sir. 
To. Lov. Sir, your Buſineſs? 
El. Lov. Sir, I ſhould let you know, yet 


Im loth, yet Jam ſworn to't; would ſome 
other Tongue wou'd ſpeak it for me. 


Yo. Lov. Out with it i' God's Name. 
El. I ov. All I deſire, Sir, is, th' Patience 


| and Suff rance of a Man; and good Sir, be 
not moy'd more. 
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Zo. Lov. Then a Pottle of Sack will do, MW 
here's my Hand; prichee to thy Buſineſs, 
El. Lov. Good Sir, excuſe me; and 
whatſoever you hear, think muſt have been 
known unto you; and be your ſelf diſcreet 
and bear it nobly. 


70. Lov. Prithee diſpatch me? 1 
El. Lov. Your Brother's dead, Sir. y 
Zo. Lov. Thou doſt not mean deaddrunk, M8 $ 
El. Lov. No, no, dead and drowned us. 
Sea, Sir. | w 
Zo. Lov. Art ſure he's dead? K 
El. Lov. Too ſure, Sir. 
Fo. Lov. Ay, but art thou very certainly 
ſure of it? 
El. Lov. As ſure as tell it. 
Zo. Lov. But art thou ſure he came not be 
up again. : | 
El. Lov. He may come up, but ne'er to Et 


call you Brother. 
7%. Lov. But art ſure he had Water enough lo 
to drown him? | | 
Zl. Lov. Sure he wanted none. | 
70. Lov. I would not have him want, Fr 
loved him better; here I forgive thee; au 
1 faith be plain; how do I bear it? 0 
El. Lov. Very wiſely, Sir, | Sth: 
Yo. Lov. Fill him ſome Wine. Thou 
doſt not fee me mov'd, theſe tranſitory ll we 
Toys ne'er trouble me, he's in a bett ha 
Place, my Friend, I know 't. unn his 
| WO 
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wou have cry'd now, and have curs'd 
thee, and faln out with their Meat, and 
kept a Pudder; but all this helps not, he 
was too good for us, let God keep him; 
There's the right uſe on't, Friend. Off 
with thy Drink, thou haſt a Spice of Sor- 
row makes thee dry: Fill another. Savil, 
your Maſter's dead, and who am I now 
S$avil? Nay, let's all bear it well; wipe 


| Szvil, wipe, Tears are but thrown away; 
we ſhall have Wenches now, ſhall we not, 
| Sau] © 


Sau. Yes Sir, 

Zo. Lev. And drink innumerable? 

Sav. Yes forſooth. 1 
To. Lov. And you'll ſtrain Courteſy, and 


| be drunk a little? 


Sav. I wou'd be glad Sir, to do my weak 


Endeavour. 


Jo. Lov. You may be brought in time to 


love a Wench too 


Fav. In time the ſturdy Oak, Sir. 
20. Lov. Some more Wine, for my 


Friend there. 


El. Lov. I ſhall be drunk anon for my 


good News: But I have a loving Brother, 
that's my Comfort. 


| afide 
Yo. Lev. Here's to you Sir, — this is the 

worlt I wiſh you for your News; and if 1 

had another elder Brother, and ſay it were 

his Chance to feed Haddocks, I W 
l 


ä 
ſtill the ſame you ſee me now; a poor con- 
tented Gentleman. More Wine for my. 
Friend there, he's dry again. 

El. Lov. I ſhall be, if I follow this Be. 
ginning. Well my dear Brother, if I eſca 
this drowning, tis) our Turn next to fink, 
you ſhall duck twice before I help you, 
[aide] Sir, I cannot drink more; let me 
have your Pardon. | | 

25. Lov, O Lord Sir, *tis your Modeſty: 
More Wine, give him a bigger Glaſs; hug 
him my Captain, thou ſhalt be my chief 
Mourner. OW 

Cap. And this my Pennon, Sir, a full 
Carouſe to you, and to my Lord. of Land 
— ; 13 
#1. Lov. I feel a buzzing in my Brains; 
pray God I bear this out, and Pl ner 
trouble them ſo far again. Here's to eou 
Sir. 

Zo. Lov. To my dear Steward, down on 
your Knees you Infidel, you Pagan; be 
drunk and penitent. 

Sav. Forgive me, Sir, and I'll be any 
thing. 

o. Lev. Then be a Bawd, I'll have thee 
a brave Bawd. 

El. Lov. Sir I- muſt take my Leave d 
you, my Buſineſs is ſo urgent. 

Zo. Lov. Let's have a bridling Caſt befoꝶ 
you go. Fill a new Stoup. g 


| ( 10g ) 
El. Lov. I dare not Sir, by no Means. 
" . Lov. Have you any Mind to a Wench? 
J would fain gratify you for the Pains you 
took, Sir. | 
be- Fl. Lov. As little as to th' other. 
ab. 75. Liv. If you find but any ſtirring do 
J 


nk; but ſay fo. | 

you, El. Lov. Sir, you are too bounteous ; 

me WF when I feel that Itching, you ſhall aſſwage 
| it, Sir, before another: This only, and fare- 

elt); well, Sir, your Brother when the Storm 

5 was moſt extream, told all about him, he 


Jefr a Will, which lies cloſe behind the 
Chimney in the matted Chamber; and fo, 
las well as you have made me able, I take 
my Leave. | 
2⁰ Lov. Let us embrace him all; if you 
grow dry before you end your Buſineſs, 
pray take a Bait here, I have a freſh Hogs» 
Mead for you. | _ 
av. You ſhall neither will nor chuſe, 
Pir, my Maſter is a wonderful fine Gentle- 
man, has a fine State, a very fine State, 
Pir, Lam his Steward, Sir, and his Man. 
El. Lov. Wou'd you were your own, 
Þir, as I left you. Well, I muſt caſt about, 
pr all ſinks. | 
Sau. Farewell, Gentleman, Gentleman, 
entleman. | 
El. Lov. What wou'd you with me, Sir. 
av. Farewell, Gentleman. 
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El. Lov. O Sleep Sir, Sleep. [ Exit E. Lo. 

20. Lov. Well Boys, you ſee What“ 
fallen, let's in, and drink, and give Thanks 
for it. 

Sav. Let's give Thanks for it. 

Zo. Lov. Drunk as J live. 

Sav. Drunk as I live, Boys. 

Jo. Lov. Why, now thou art able t 
diſcharge thine Office, and caſt up a Rec. 
koning of fome Weight; I will be knighted, 
for my State will bear it, 'tis Sixteen Hun. 
dred Boys: Off with your Husks, Vl 
skin ycu all in Sattin. 

Capt. O ſweet Loveleſs! | 

Sav. All in Satin! O ſweet Loveleſs / 

Zo. Lo. March in my noble Compeen: 
and this my Counteſs, ſhall be led by wo; 
and ſo proceed we to the Will. [| Fxeut 
* ee wh — 
P. Now our young Heir, may give a Looſe to l 
wild Humour, you ſee his Spirit is not depreſs'd wit 
Grief, he ſcorns to diſſemble the Appearance of 8 
row. 

M. No, ſuch tranſitory Toys as drowned Brothen, 
will not move him: But pray, let's hear a little mn 
of him. 

P, Now he's gone to Morecraf? the Uſurer, ( 
fame who devour'd his own Land) to borrow Mon 
to be knighted, attended by Savi/ and his Comrats 
where he finds a rich Widow. Now obſerve, ti 
M:ſer had told Savi/ a Moment before to be filent; 
had no Money, not a Penny, his Mafter was a fl 
periſh'd Man, but Sai telling him.'twas his Brot 
was ſunk and drown'd. at Sea, his Note was chany 
and he accoſts him thus. * 
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Ts 
Enter Morecraft, Loveleſs, and his Com- 
puanions and the Widow. © 


Mor. My notable dear Friend, and wor- 
thy Maſter Loveleſs, and now Right Wor- 
ſhipfull, all Joy and welcome. 

Jo. Lov. Thanks to my dear Encloſer, 
Maſter Morecraft; prithee old Angel-Gold, 
ſilute my Family, Fil do as much for your's: 
This, and your own Deſires, fair Gentle- 


women [Ming the Widow.) ' 


Wid. And yours Sir, if you mean well; 
*tis a handſome Gentleman. 

Ho. Lo. Sirrab, my Brother's dead. 

Mor. Dead? © 

Yo. Lov. Dead, and by this time ſous'd 
for Ember-Week. 

Mor. Dead. 

Yo. Lov. Drown'd, drown'd at Sea, TOP 
by the next freſh Con. ger that comes we 
ſhall h-ar more. 

Mor. Now by my Faith cf my Body i ir 
moves me much. 

Jo. Lo. What, wilt thou be an Aſs, and 
weep for the Dead? Why I thought nothing 
but a general Inundation would have mov'd 
thee, prithee be quiet, he hath left his Land 


behind him. 


Mor. O has he ſo? ot 
Yo. Lov. Yes faith, I thank him for'c, I 
have all Boy ; haſt any ready Money ? 
Mor. Will you ſell, Sir? 
27. Lov. 
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Ye. Tov. Not out-right, good Gripe, 
marry, a Mortgage; or ſuch alight Secu. 
rity. | ad 
E- oor. I have no Money, Sir, for Mort. 
gage; if you will ſell; and all or none, II 
work a new Mine for you, 

Fav. Good Sir look before you, he 
work you out of all elſe: If you ſell al 
your Land, you have ſold your Country, 
and then you muſt to Sea, to ſeek your 
Brother, and there lie pickled in a powder. 
ing Tub, and break your Teeth with Bi. 
cuits and hard Beef, that muſt have water. 
ing, Sir; and where's your 300 Pounds: 
Year in Drink then? If you'll turn up the 
Streights you may, for you have no Calling 
for Drink there, but with a Cannon, nor nc 
ſcoring but on your Ship Sides, and then if 
you ſcape with Life, and take' a Fagegot 
Boat and a Bottle of Uſquebaugh, come 
home, poor Man, like a Tipe of Thames- 
ſtreet, ſinking of Pitch and poor John, | 
cannot tell, Sir, I would be loth to ſee it, 

Capt. Steward, you are an Aſs, a mea- 
zel'd Mongril, and were it not againſt the 
Peace of my ſovereign Friend here, I would 
break your Forecaſting, Coxcomb, Dog | 
would, even with thy Staff of Office there. 

Thy Pen and Inkhorn, noble Boy, the 
God of Gold here has fed thee well, take 
Money for thy Dirt: Hark and believe, 
thine 
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thou art cold of Conſticution, thy Seat un- 
healthful, fell and be wiſe z we are three 
that will adorn thee, and live according to 
thine own Heart, Child; Mirth ſhall be 
only ours, and only ours ſhall be the black- 
ey'd Beauties of the Time, Money makes 
Men immortal]: 

Poet. Do what you will; 'tis the nobleſt 
Courſe; then you may live without the 
Charge of People, only we four will make 
a Family ; ay, and an Age that will beget 
new Annals, in which I'll write thy Life, 
my Son of Pleaſure, equal with Nero and 
Caligula. 

Yo. Lov. What Men were they, Captain. 

Capt. Two roaring Boys of Rome, that 
made all ſplit. | 
Yo. Lov. Come Sir, what dare you give? 
Sav. You will not fell, Sir? 

1. Lov. Who told you ſo, Sir? 

Fab. Good Sir have a Care. 

Yo. Lov. Peace, or I'll tack your Tongue 
p to your Roof. What Money, ſpeak ? 
Mor. Six thouſand Pound, Sir. 

Capt. Take it; h'as overbidden by the 
un; bind him to his Bargain quickly. 

Yo. Lov. Come ftrike me Luck with 

arneſt, and draw the Writings. 

Mor. There's a God's Penny for thee. 

Sav. Sir, for my old Maſter's Sake let 

Farm be excepted, if I become his Te- 
K nant 
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-nant I am undone, my Children Beggars, 
and my Wife God knows what: Conlider 
me, dear Sir. 
Mor. I'll have all or none. 
Zo. Lov. All in, all in; diſpatch the 
Writings. [ Exeunt with Comrades, 


SCE NE, Loveleſs's Houſe. 
Enter Morecraft, Widow, Loveleſs, ang 


7 \ Comrades. | 

Capt. Save thy brave Shaulder ; my young puiſſant 

"Sf | Bu en 

And may thy Back Sword bite them to the Bone, 
That love thee not, thou art an arrant Man, 

Go on, the Circumcis'd ſhall fall by thee, 
Let Land and Labour fill the Man that tills, 
Thy Sword muſt be thy Plough, and Zove it ſpeed 
"Mecca ſhall ſweat, and Mahomet ſhall fall, | 
And thy dear Name fill up his Monument. | 


Zo. Lov. It ſhall Captain, I mean to be 
-a Worthy. | 
Capt. One Worthy is too little, tha 
ſhalt be all. 
Mor. Captain, I ſhall deſerve ſome d 
our Love too. ? 
Capt. Thou ſhalt have Heart and Hand 
too, noble Morecraft, if thou wilt lend me 
Money. I am a Man of Garriſon, be ru! 
and open to me thoſe in fernal Gates, whence 
none of thy evil Angels paſs again, and! 
will ſtile thee Noble, nay Don Diego; I b 
woe thy Infanta for thee, and my Knight 
ſhall feaſt her with high Meats, and male 
Her apt. | Wir. 
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Mir. Pardon me Captain, you'r beſids 
my Meaning. (90 
Jo. Lov. No, Mr. Morecraſt, tis the 
Captain's Meaning I ſhould prepare her for 


ou. | 
Capt. Or provoke her. Speak my Mo- 
dern, Man; I ſay provoke her. 

Poet. I ſay fo roo, Captain, or ſtir her 
to it: So ſay the Criticks. 

Zo. Lov. But howſoever you expound ic, 
Sir, ſne's very welcome, and this ſhall ſerve 
for Witnels ¶ Xiſſing her.] And Widow, ſince 
you'r come fo happily, you ſhall deliver up 
the Keys and free Poſſeſſion of this Houſe, 
while I ſtand by to ratity. 

Mid. J had rather give it back again be- 
lieve me, *tis a Miſery to ſay you had it, 
take Heed. „ 

Zo. Lov. Tis paſt that, Widow; come fit 
down, ſome Wine there; there's a ſcurvy 
Banquet, if we had it. All this fair Houſe 
is yours, Savil? 

FSav. Yes, Sic, b | 
6. Lov. Are your Keys ready, I muſt: 
eaſe your Burthen. 

$av, I am ready Sir, to be undone; . 
When you ſhall call me to't. 

70, Lov. Come, come, thou ſhalt live 


better. 


Sav, I ſhall have leſs to do, that's all, 
K 2 there's 


— 


| (238: ) 
there's half a dozen of my Friends in the 
Fields ſunning againſt a Bank, with half a 


Breech among them, I will be with 'em « 
ſhortly. — The Care and continual Vex. WW j; 
ation of being rich eat up this Raſcal : What WW jj 
ſhall become of my poor Family? They are Ml - 
not Sheep, they cannot graze. D 
7%. Lov. Drink, Maſter Morecraſt, pray NR 


be merry all: Nay, an you will not drink h 
there's no Scciety; Captain ſpeak loud 
and drink: Widow, a Word. v, 

Capt. Expound her thoroughly, Knight, 

— Here, God of Gold, here's to thy fair NN 
Poſſeſſions; be a Baron, and a bold one; We: 
leave off your tickling of young Heirs like it. 
Trouts, and let thy Chimnies ſmoke. Feed Nc. 
Men of War, live and be honeſt, and be HI. 
ſav'd yet. 

Mer. I thank you noble Captain, for Wi: 
your Councel, You keep your Chimnies 
ſmcaking there, your Noſtrils; and when Why 
you can, you feed a Man of War, this MR; 
makes you not a Baron, but a bare-one: 
And how or when you ſhall be ſav'd, let 
the Clerk of the Company (you have com- hc 
manded) have a juſt Care off, Pr. 

Poet. The Man is much mov'd, be not Ne 
angry, Sir, but as the Poet ings, ler your No 
Diſpleaſure be a ſhort Fury, and go out. | 
You have ſpoke home, and bitterly to me . 
Sir: Captain, take Truce, the Miſer is 2 Who 
tart and witty Whoreſon. Capt. 
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the Capt. Poet, you feign, perdie, the Wit - 
alfa of this Man lies in his Finger's Ends, he 
'em muſt tell all ; his Tongue fills. his Mouth + 
Vex- life a Neat's Tongue, and only ſerves to 
Vhat WW lick his hungry Chaps after a Purchaſe: - 
are His Brains and Brimſtone are the Devil's 

Diet to a fat Uſurer's Head. — to her 
ray Knight, to her; clap her aboard, and ſtow - 
riok Wl her. —where's the brave Steward? 


Hav. Here's your poor Friend, and 
$avil, Sir. ua | 
Capt. Away, th'art rich in Ornaments of 
Nature, firſt, in thy Face, a betting Bar- 


one; Woain, and ſaving Face, a rich Face, pawn * 
like it to the Uſurer; a Face to kindle the 
Feed ¶ Compaſſion of the moſt ignorant and frozen 
d be Juſtice. | 


Sav. *Tis ſuch as I ſhall dot dare to M 


» for Wit ſhortly, Sir. ok 

nnies Capt. Be blithe and bonny, Steward, 

when WMaſter Morecraft, drink to this Man of 

| this Reckoning. 

zone: Mor. Here's e' en to him. 

1, let Sav. The Devil guide it downwards; 

com Would there were in't an Acre of the great 
room Field he bought, to ſweep his dirty 

e not Nonſcience, or to choak him, *tis all one 

your Wo me, Uſurer. | | 

out. 7. Lov. Conſider what I told you [ ro © 

Oo me be /idow)] you are young, unapt for 

is 4 


Vorldly Buſineſs; is ic fit one of ſuch Ten- 
K 3 derneſs 


LC © 
derneſs, ſo delicate, ſo contrary to thingy 
of Care, ſhould ſtir and break her Meditz. 
tions, in the bare Brokage of a Brace of 
Angels? or a new Kirtel, tho? it be Satin} 
eat by the Hope of Surfeits, and lie down 
only in Expectation of a Morrow, and ma 
undo ſome eaſy-hearted Fool, or reach: 
Widow's Curſes ; let out Money, whoſe 
Ule returns the Principal? and get, out of MF | 
theſe Troubles, a conſuming Heir: For | 
ſuch a one muſt follow neceſſarily: u 
ſhall die hated, if nct old and miſerable; 
and that poſſeſs'd Wealth that you got witi 
pining, live to ſee tumbled to another! 
Hands, that is no more a-kin to you, than 
you to his Couſenage. | 
IV 1d. Sir, you ſpeak well, wou'd to Gol 


that Charity had firſt begun here. v 
To. Lov. Tis yet time. Be merry, s 
thinks you want Wine there, there's me C 
in the Houſe, Captain, where reſts te h 
Health? 0 

Capt. It ſhall go round, Boy. 

25. Lov. Say you can ſuffer this, [to p 
Widow) becauſe the End points at mud 
Profit, can you ſo far bow below your Blood ©! 
below your too much Beauty, to be m 
Partner to this Fellow's Bed, and lie wil to 
his Diſeaſes? If you can I will not preſs yall d. 

c 


farther: Yet look upon him: There's 1 


thing in that hidebound Uſurer, that Ma 
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of Mat, that all decay'd, (but Aches ) for 


you to love, unleſs his periſh'd Lungs, his 
dry Cough, or his Scurvy. This is Truth, 
and ſo far I dare ſpeak yet: He has yer, 
(paſt Cure of Phyſick, Spaw, or any Diet) 
a primitive Pox in his Bones; and o' my 
Knowledge, he has been ten times rowell'd: 
Ye may love him; he had a Baſtard, his 
own toward Iſſue, whipt, and then cro 

for waſhing out the Roſes in three Farthings 
to make them Pence. . 

id. I do not like theſe Morals. 


Yo. Lov. You mult not like him then. 


Enter Elder Loveleſs.' 


El. Lov. By your Leave, Gentlemen. 

Yo. Lev. By my troth, Sir, you are 
welcome, welcome, faith; Lord, what a 
Stranger you are grown; pray know this 
Gentleman, and if you pleaſe, theſe Friends 
here: We are merry, you ſee the worſt 
on't; your Houle has been kept warm, Sir, 

El. Lov. I am glad to hear it Brother, 
pray God you are wiſe too. 

Zo. Lov. Pray Mr. Morecraft know my 
elder Brother, and Captain do you compli- 
ment. Savil, I dare ſwear, is glad at Heart 
to ſee you; Lord, we heard, Sir, you were 


| drown'd at Sea, and ſee how luckily things 


come about? 
Mor. This Money muſt be paid again, Sir. 
| Lo. Love 
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We have all liv'd in a continual Turnball 


616) 
Ho. Lov; No, Sir, pray keep the Sale; 
Twill make good Taylor's Meaſures; Iam Wl 
well, I thank you. 

Vid. By my troth the Gentleman hay 
ſtew'd him in his own Sauce, I ſhall loye 
him for it. 
FCav. I know not where I am, I am ſo 
glad; your Worſhip is the welcomeſt Min 
alive; upon my Knees I bid you welcome 
home: Here has been ſuch a Hurry, ſucha 
Din, ſuch diſmal Drinking, Swearing and 
Whoring, it has almoſt made me mad; 


Street: Sir, bleſs'd be Heaven, that ſent 
you ſafe again; now ſhall I go to bed again, 

Zi. Lov. Brother, diſmiſs theſe People. 

Zo. Lyv. Captain, be gone a while, meet WP | 
me at my old Rendezvous in the Evening; W-- 
take your ſmall Poet with you: Mr. More. 
craſt, you had beſt go prattle. with your 
learned Councel, I ſhall preſerve your Mo- 
ney, I was cozen'd, when time was, we 
are quit, Sir. : | 

Wid. Better, and better, ſtill. 

El. Lov. What's this Fellow, Brother? 
2. Lov. A thirſty Uſurer, that ſupt my 
Land off. | ot 
E. Lov. What does he tarry for? 

Yo. Lov. Sir, to be Landlord of "your 
Houſe and State. I was bold to makes 
little Sale, Sir. | 
| Mor. J 
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Sale: Mr. 1 am over- reach d, if there be Law 
Iam Ar'll hamper you. | 


El. Lov. Prithee be gone, and rave at 
home, thou art ſo baſe a Fool I cannot laugh 
at thee; Sirrah, this comes of Cozening, 
ome and ſpare, eat Radiſh till you raiſe 


n has 
| love 


m { our Sums again. If you ſtir far in this, 
Min ' have you whipp'd, your Ears nail'd for 
come ntelligencing, o'th' Pillory,and your Goods 


ſucha MWorfeir: You are a ſtale Cozener, leave my 


U and oule ; no more. | 

mad: Mar. A pox upon your Houſe, come 
rnball Widow, I ſhall yet hamper this young 
t ſent am'ſter. 

again. Vid. Good twelve iꝰ th? Hundred, keep 
ple. our Way, Lam not for your Diet, marry 
| meet MW your own Tribe, Few, and get a Broker. 
ening 75. Lov. *'Tis well faid, Widow; will 
More. Nou jog on, Sir? 

your r. Yes, I will go, but tis no Matter 
r Mo- bither: But when I truſt a wild Fool, and 
as, we BW Woman, may I lend Gratis, and build 


loſpitals. [ Ext. 
lo. Lov. Nay good Sir, make all even, 
re's a Widow wants your good Word for 
e; ſhe's rich, and may renew me and my 
ortunes. 
El. Lov. T am glad you look before you 
fentlewoman, here's a poor diſtreſs'd 
punger Brother 
id. You do him wrong, Sir, he's a 
ight. Zl. Lo. 


her? 
pt my 
you 
make a 


Mor. | 
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El. Lo. I cry you Mercy: Yet *tis ng 
Matter, his Knighthood 1s no Inheritance 
F take it; whatſoever he is, he is your Ser. 
vant, or wou'd be, Lady. Faith, be ng 
mercileſs, but make a Man; he's young 
and handſome, tho' he be my Brother, an 
his Obſervance may deſerve your Lope: 
He ſhall not fail for Means. 

Wid. Sir, you ſpeak like a worthy Bro. 
ther; and ſo much I credit your fair Lan 
guage, that I ſhall love your Brother: Au 
ſo love him —— But I ſhall bluſh to i 
more. 

El. Tov. Stop her Mouth. — I hop 
you ſhall not live to know that Hour whe 
this ſhall be repented. Now Brother 
ſhould chide, but I'll give no Diſtaſte 
your fair Miſtreſs, I will inſtruct her int 
and ſhe ſhall do't: you have been wild ant 
ignorant, pray mend it. 
To. Lov. Sir, every Day, now Spritj 
comes on. Ixus 


Enter young Loveleſs and Widow, going 
be married, with them his Comrades, 


[Mu/ick playin, 


Wid. Pray, Sir, caſt of theſe Fellongil 
as unfitting your bare Knowledge, and Mg 
more your Company; is't fit ſuch Rag f 
muffins as theſe are, ſhould bear the NM. 


of Friends and furniſh out a civil ro 
8 =” 
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ig ne love you expect a Courſe far from your old 

nance career: If you will keep em, turn *em to 

- det. he Stable, and there make 'em Grooms, 
no 


young 
er, and 


Love you had beſt look. 


merry Companions.  _ 


5 * Mid. To one another let em be Compa- 
* Wins. but good Sir, not to you, you ſhould 
"ol be civil, and ſhake of theſe baſe Attendantts. 


Cart. He ſhall not need, my moſt ſweet 
ady Grocer; if he be civil, not your Su- 
gar, nor Raiſins, ſhall ſ«eeten the Captain 
o live with him, be civil! 

Poet. Let him be civil, do: Undo him; 
xy, that's the next. If he be civil once, I 
i not take two Hundred a Year to live 
vith him, be civil, you'r a ſweet Counſellor! 
Capt. If thou turns civil, Knight, as Fove 
oretend, get thee another Noſe, that will 
de pull'd off, the Children thou ſhalt get 


1 hoy 
1 When 
rother- 
ſtaſte . 
her int 
wild ant 


þ Sprig 
[ Exeut 


goin; iP" this Civilian cannot inherit by Law; 

ages, id when grown up, may make Haber- 

playin aſhers, or Grocers, like their civil Dam 
here. | 

Felloy * 


70. Lov. I wonder, Sweet-heart you will 


'3 and i fer this, you do not know the Gentlemen: 
l Ress will be ſhort and pithy; J had rather caſt 
1 15 ou oft by the Way of Charge; the Fel- 


yol lows 


our to be married now, and Men that 


23 e — 
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and yet now I conſider on't ſuch Beggars 
once ſet C Horſeback, will ride, how far 


No. Lov. Merry Companions, Wench, 
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lows conſume nothing but Corn and W.. 
ter: I will engage to keep theſe Creature, 
on a Competency for two Hens. 

Wid. It you can caſt it fo, Sir, you hay 
my liking, if they eat leſs I ſhall not be of. 
tended: But how theſe, Sir, can live upon 
Corn and Water, is a little unbelieving. 

To. Lo. Why prithee, Sweet-heart, what“ 
your Ale? is not that Corn and Water, my 
Sweeting? 

_ Tid. Ay, my dear Knight, but where 
the Meat to this, and Cloaths, that they 
muſt look for ? 

Zo. Lov. In this ſhort Sentence A LE, i 
included Meat, Drink, and Cloaths: Theſe 
are no ravening Footmen, no Fellows, that 
at Ordinaries eat their Eighteen-pence 
thrice out, before they riſe, and yet g 
hungry to play, and crack more Nuts than 
would ſuffice a dozen of Squirrels; belides 
the Din, which is damnable, I had rather 
be bound to a Boatman, and row, than 
live among ſuch Raſcals ; but theſe are 
People of fuch clean Diſcretion in thei 
Diet, of ſuch a moderate Suſtenance, that 
they ſweat if they but ſmell hot Meat: 
Porridge is Poiſon, they hate a Kitchen a 
they hate a Counter, and ſhew but a Fes. 
ther-bed they ſwoon, Ale is their Eating, 
and their Drink ſurely ; which keeps ther 
Bodies ſoluble: Bread is a Binder, and that 

abokſh'd, 
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Eating, 
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juſe your Pleaſure; and my 


_— | 

aboliſh'd, even in their Ale, whoſe room 
fills an Apple, which is more airy, and of 
ſubtiler Nature; the Reſt they take is little, 
and in that they have little Reſt, for like 
Men of ſtrict Order, they do correct their 
Body's with a Bench, or a poor ſtubborn 
Table, if a Chimney offers itſelf with ſome 
few broken Ruſhes, they are in Down; 
when they are lick, that's drunk, they may 
have freſh Straw, elſe they do deſpiſe theſe 
worldly Pamperings. For their poor Ap- 


parel, *tis wore down to their Diet; now, 


they ſeek none, and if a Man ſhould offer 


them any, they are angry, ſcarce to be re- 


conciled, you ſhall not hear them ask a caft 
Doublet once in a Year, which is Modeſty 


befitting my poor Friends; you fee their 


Wardrobe, tho' flender, competent, for 
Shirts, I take it they are Things worn out 
of their Remembrance, louſy they will be, 
when they lift, and mangy, which ſhew a 
fine Variety, and then to cure *em, a Tan- 
ner's Lime-pit, which 1s little Charge, two 


Dogs and theſe, theſe two, may be cured - 


tor Three-pence. 

Mid. You have half perſwaded me, pray 
good Friends 
ſince I know your Diet, I'll take an Order 


* not offend you, you ſhall have 
E. 
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Cap. We ask no more, let it be might 
'Lady, and if we periſh then, our Sen 
upon us. 

Yo. Lov, Come forward Gentlemen, to 
Church my Eoys. 

And after Marriage, Sweetheart, when | 
fai, 
25 give thee Kiſſes Store, give them no 4. 
Exeunt, 
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PERSON Ss who ſpeak in the 
GUARDIANS OVER-REACH'D. 


M E N. 


Colonel PFainwel]. 

Freeman, a Merchant. 

Sir Philip Mcdelove, a Beau. 
Periwinkle, a Virtuoſo. 
Trade-love, a Broker. 
Obadia Prim, a \. ah 
Simon Pure, a Quaker. 
Sackbut, a Vintner. 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. Lovely, a great Fortune. 
Mrs, Prim, Wife to Prin. 
Servants, Ge. 


SCENE, London. 
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SCENE, @ Tavern. 
Enter Freeman, Co). Fainwell and Sack but. 
C K. Sir, I am as glad to fee 
FF you, as I ſhould a Hundred Ton 
of French Claret Cuſtom free; 
but methinks you don't look: 
merry, Colonel. c 

Free. He has got a Womamnin his Head, 
Landlord, and is reduced to the miferablz 
Condition of a Lover. 

Sack. Piſh; puſh her home, Colonel, 
there's no parlying with that: Sex. 

Cel. Were the Lady her own Miftrefs I 
have ſome Reaſon to believe I ſhould ſoon T 
command in chief, you know Mrs. Ann 4 
Lovely, Mr. Sackbrt.. | 

| L. 23 Sack. 
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Sack. Know her! Ay, poor Nancy, I 
have carried her to School many a froſty 
Morning; alas, if ſhe be the W 
pity you Colonel: Her Father, my old 
Maſter, was ſuch a whimſical-temper'd 
Man, that he hated Poſterity, and wiſhed 
. the. World might expire with himſelf, and 
if this his only Daughter had been a Boy he 
would have qualified him for the Opera. 

Col. A very ftrange Humour in a Father, 

Sack. He died worth Thirty Thouſand 
Pound, which he gave by Will to his 
Daughter, provided ſhe married with the 
Conſent of the four Guardians he appointed 
her, whoſe Tempers are as oppoſite as Light 
and Darkne's, three Months in the Year ſhe 
is ſubject to each of their Humours ; ſhe is 
juſt come from the Bath. 

Col. * Twas there I ſaw her. 

Sack. Ay, Sir, the laſt Quarter was her 
Beau Guardian's, ſhe appears in all publick 
Places during his Reign; he has May in 
his Fancy and Dreſs, but December. in his 
Face and Heels, admires new French Fa- 
ſhions, Opera's, Balls, Maſquerades, and 1s 
always the moſt tawdry of the whole Circle 
on a Birth-day. | 

Free. The ſecond is a Change Broker, 
that will out-lie the Devil for the Advantage 
of Stock, and cheat the Father that got 
him in a Bargain, a great Admirer of the 

2 Dutch 


() 

Dutch Management in Trade, and hates 
every Thing that wears a Sword. The third 
is a kind of a Virtuoſi, a ſilly, half-witted, 
politive, ſurly Fellow, fond of all Things 
antique and foreign, wears his Cloaths in 
the laſt Century Faſhion, dotes upon Tra- 
yellers, and believes in Gulliver, and keeps 
Cruſo's ſteeple Hat among his Rarities. 

Col. This muſt be a rare Fellow. 

Sack, And the fourth is a very rigid 
Quaker, whoſe Quarter began this Day, I 
aw Mrs. Lovely go in two Hours ago, Sir 
Philip ſet her down, What think you Co- 
lone], is not the poorLady to be pitied? 

Col. Ay, and reſcued too, Landlord, 

Sack. In my Opinion that's impoſſible. 

Col. There's nothing impoſlible to a 
Lover; ſhe bad me win her and wear her, 
[ promiſed her to deliver her, and my Fancy 
tells me, I ſhall come off with Glory. You 
know all the Guardians Mr, Sackbat. . 

Sack. Very well, Sir, they all uſe my 
Houſe, and I have ſo much Compaſſion for 
the Lady, I ſhould be glad if I could aſſiſt 
you any Way. 

Free. And whatever I can ſerve you in 
jou may depend on. But what do you 
intend to do? 5 1 


Col. Egad, I'll dreſs myſelf as fine as a 
Prince, and firſt attack my Beau Guardian. 
Where liye's he? 

Sack. 
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Sack. At St. Fames's, any Chairman can 
tell you where Sir Philip Medelove lives, 
yowll find him in the Park at El-ven every 
Day. Here's to your Succeſs, Colonel. 

Col. Freeman I ſhall expect you'll leave 
Word with Mr. Sackbut where one ma 
find you upon Occaſion. I am reſolved to 
loſe no Time. Exil. 


SCENE t*the Park. 


Sir Philip upon a Bench with a Woman mask'd, 


Sir Phil. Well, but my Dear, are you 
really conſtant to your Keeper? 
Nom. Yes really, Sir — hey, dey, who 
comes yonder? He cuts a mighty Figure, 
Sir Phil. Ha! a Stranger, by his Equi- 
page ſo cloſe at his Heels, —— he has the 
Appearance of a Man of Quality — po- 
ſitively French by his dancing Air. 
Vom. He croſſes as if he meant to ſit 
down here. 
Sir Phil. He has a mind to make Love to 
thee, Child. 
Mom It will be to no purpoſe if he does. 


Enter Colonel finely dreſs'd,' three Footme! 
| after him... 


Col. Methinks I cut as ſmart a Figure, 
and hare as tawdry an Air as any French 
Marquiſs of them all- Sure I ſhall know 
my Beau Knight again, ay, yonger he ſits 
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making Love to a Mask, I'faith Pll aceoſt 


him with a French Grin and a Bow, and 
lip myſelf down by his Side; may I pre- 
ſume, Sir. 


Sir Phil. Sir, you honour me. Are 


you reſolv'd to be cruel then ? 


Col. She muſt be very cruel indeed, if 


ſhe can deny any thing to ſo fine a Gentle- 
man. 


om. I never mind the out-lide of a 


Man - . 


Col. Then I'm afraid thou art no judge 


of the inſide. 

Sir Phil, I am poſitively of your Mind, 
Sir, for Creatures of her Function ſeldom 
dive deeper than the Pocket. | 

Nom. Creatures of your Compoſitiong 
have eternally more in the Pockets than 


their Heads 5 
Sir Phil. Pray, Sir, how ſays your, 
Watch? mine is mute. (pulling ont bis 


Watch. | 

Col. It wants juſt 9 Minutes of Twelve, 

dir. (puts up his Vatch, and pulls out, 

bis uuf bor. e tas 
Sir Phil. If I may preſume, Sir, 


Col. You honour me. (pre ſenting bis Box. 


Sir Phil. This Snuff is excellent, and the 


Box prodigious fine ; the Work is French, 


| preſume, Sir. 


Cel. 
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Col. Sir, I bought it in Paris, and] 
think the Workmanſhip is tolerable. 
Sir Phil. Tolerable! 'tis exquiſitely fine, 
Sir; pray, Sir, if I may preſume ſo far — 
What Country has the Felicity of exhibi- 
ting the fineſt Gentleman in. the Univerſe? 
F preſume you are of France, Sir ? 

Col. Then you don't think me Engliþh? 
Sir Phi]. No upon my Soul don't I. 
Pardon me Sir, this feggy Ifland is inca- 
pable of producing a Perſon of ſuch fine 

ualities. 

Col. As this Mirror ſhall reflect Sir, (Bold. 

à Pocket glaſs to Sir Philip's Face. 
Nom. l'm ſick to hear theſe Coxcombs 
clawing one another —one can ſeldom, even 


t ſo much as Soop and Sallery, out of 
uch Animals: (Aide exit. 
Sir Phil. Gad, Sir, »— Will you leave 


us, Madam? ha, ha. 1 
- Col: She fears twill be only loſing time to 
ſtay here. --- I know not how to diſtinguiſh 
vou, Sir, but your Mien and Addreſs 
ſpeak you Right Honourable. 
Sir Phil. Thus congenial Souls think of 
each other, but I am only adorn'd with 
Knighthood, I aſſure you, my Name is Sit 
Philip Modelove, deſcended from Count 
Modelove of Fontaintlean. 

Col. One may plainly perceive it — 
there is a peculiar Gairy that is inimitable 
3 | ſt 


An) 

in my Nation, (I own you judg'd rightly 
that I was a. Frenchman) which diſtin- 
guiſhes us every where, A Perſon of your 


noble Air and Figure would give Luſtre 


to a Coronet. 5 3 

Sir Phil. I own, Sir, I had the Offer of 
a Barony about four Years ago, b ut I ab- 
hor'd the Fatigue of attending the Houſe 
of Peers. | 4 

Col. You're perfectly in the right, Sir 
Philip — a fine Perſon ſhould not imbark 
himſelf in the ſlovenly Concerns of the 
Publick —— Dreſs and Pleaſure are the 
only Objects proper tor the Soul of a fine 
Gentleman, 

Sir Phil. And Love 

Col. Oh! that's involv'd in the Article of 
Pleaſure. PE: 

Sir Phil. Sir Your Sentiments are ſo agree- 
able to mine, we muſt have but - one Soul 
—— | muſt embrace you — may I crave 
your Name, Sir? | 

Col. My Name is La Fainwell, Sir, at 


| your Service. : 
Sir Phil. The La Fainwells are French 


I know — I was ſure you was French the 
Moment I beheld you alas, this Iſland 
produces few ſuch. Ornaments. {4 

Col. Oh! Pardon me, Sir Philip, this 
Iſland. produces the fineſt Women in the 
World, ſuch Symmetry of Shape, ſuch Ele- 
gancy of Dreſs, ſuch fine Features, ſuch 


commanding Eyes and bewitching Smiles. 
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Sir Phil. By my Soul there are fine Wo. 
men every where, 1 muſt own I have felt 
their Power in all Countries — $ 


© Cot. 1 declare there is no Aritaſetnehy, 


ſo agreeable to my Taſte as the Converſa- 
tion of a fine Woman, — are you marry'd, 
Sir Philip ? 

Sir Phi]. No, Sir, I have the Honour 
to be very well with the Ladies, I aſſure 
= z and I won't affront a choufand fine 

omen to make one happy. 

Col. Then I find I was very much mi- 
ſtaken — I imagined you had been mar 

d to that fine Lady which I ſaw in the 
Chariot with you this Morning in Grac- 
church-ftreet. 

Sir Phil. Who, Nancy Lovely? no, nd, 
I'm a quarter of a Guardian to that Lady, 
her Father joined me with three of the 
moſt prepoſterous Fellows; and here's the 
Miſchief he that marries Miſs Lovely mult 
have the Conſent of us all four, or not 
one Penny of Portion, I am for a Man oſ 
Figure, and 1 declare I prefer you to ali 
Men I ever ſaw. 

Col. And J her to all Women, I wil 
T had your Conſent, Sir Philip, I would 
try my Fortune with the Lady and your 
three Brother Guardians. 

Sir Phil. With all my Soul, Sir, but do 
you really like Matrimony ? | * 

| | 8 Oh 


(132) 
Col. I believe I could endure it, with that 
young Lady Sir. 

Sir Phil. The only Point in which we 
differ --- But you are Maſter of ſo many 
fine Qualifications, that I excuſe one Fault 
in ſo accompliſhed a Gentleman, do but 
ſtep into St. rages Coffee-houſe, where 
we may have Pen and Ink, and I will not 
only give. you my Conſent under my 
Hand, but introduce you to the Lady and 
her Guardians whoſe Characters you ſhall 
hear as we go along _ [| Exeunt, 


hn mi. 
mar. SCENE, the Tavern. 
g the N Euter Sackbut and the Colonel in an Egyp- 
race. tian Dreſs. 
Sack. A lucky Beginning, Colonel, the 
Q . Beau Guardian has not only given you his 
17 „J Conſent, but recommended you to the 
" reſt, as a Perſon pick'd out of the whole 
4 1 Race of Mankind for his Ward. 
ne, C2: Yes, faith, and Prim advis'd him to 
an of ſhuffle me again, and bring no more of his 
95 pcs, the Stockjobber enquir'd what Bu- 
to an fineſs I follow'd, and the Vertuoſo deſired 
wit Kno if I had-travelled.; to theſe Que- 
jr ; ſtions I anſwer'd as a fine Gentleman 
voula I ſhould, but now J am going to accoſt my 
YOU WF Virtuoſo in another Manner, ſhall I paſs 
pon him, think you? Egad in my Mind 
ul [ look as antique as if T had been preſerv'd 
00 in the Ark. 


M Sack, 
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(134) 
"Sack. Paſs upon him Ay, ay, -E-war. 
rant if you have Aſſurance enough, can 
you lie with a good Grace? 0 
Col. I have no Apprehenſion from that 

Quarter, but where about is the Trap Door Ml . 
you mentioned? p 
Sack. There's the Conveyance, Sir, | MW , 
hear him below, be read. [Ex, n 
Col. Now if I ſhould: cheat all theſe r0. 7 
-guiſh Guardians, and carty off my Miſtreſ 

in Triumph. Odſo here comes Periwink,; U 
— A duce take this Beard, pray Jupiter, M n 
it does not give me the ſlip and ſpoil all. 1 


Enter Sackbut with Wine, follo d y) il " 
Periwinkle. 


Sack. Sir, this Gentleman hearing you 
have been a great Traveller, and a Per- 5 
ſon of fine Speculation, begs Leave to take 0 
a Glaſs with you; he is himſelf a Man ef WW ©. 


a curious Taſte. Ec 

Col. The Gentleman appears no leſs by ti 
his Habilliment ; Sir, you are wellcome. 

Per. Sir, I honour a Traveller, and Men IM 1, 
of your enquiring Diſpoſition ; the Ant- 
quity of your Habit is extreamly charm- th 
ning. 

607 Sir you have a nice Diſcernment — Pa 
This individual Habit was worn by the an 
famous Claudius Prolomeus, who liv*d in the 
Var a Hundred and Thirty-fouc. 74 


Hack. 


War- 
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Sack. If the whole Crop match this Sam- 
ple, he ſhall lie with the Devil for a Bean- 
ſtack, and win it every Straw: [ Aſide. 
Per. A Hundred and Thirty-four ! why 
that's prodigious now 3 ---- why I am. 
laugh'd at here for my Singularity —— 
this Coat you muſt know, Sir, was for- 
merly worn by that ingenious and very 
learned Perfon John Tradeſtant. 

Col. John Tradeſcant / — Let me em- 
brace you, Sir. Fohn Tradeſcant was 
my Uncle by my Mother's Side; and J 
am very much obliged to you for the Ho- 
nour you do his Memory ; he was indeed 
a very curious Man. | 

Per, Your Uncle, Sir, ---- no wonder 
your Taſte is ſo refin'd, it runs in the 
Blood - Sir, my humble Service to you, 
to the immortal Memory oft your tranſ- 
cendant Uncle. —— A Perſon of your 
Curioſity muſt be poſſeſſed of many Rari- 
ties. | 

Col. J have ſome, Sir, as an egyptian 
Idol, a kind of Ape which they formerly 
worſhip*d in that Country, I took it from 
the Breaſt of a Female Mumpmey. 

Per. Ha ha! our Women retain this 
part of their Idolatry to this Day, many 
an Ape lies on a Lady's Breaſt, ha, ha. 

Col. Then I have two Tusks of a Hippo- 
tamus, two pair of Chineſe Nut-crackers, 

2 On- 


CWP 3 
ne Egyptian Mummy, and a live Croco. 
ile. 

Per. I ſhould be very glad to ſee that 
Crocodile, 

Col. Sir, touching at Rotterdam, and 
hearing it was no Rarity in England, I ſold 
it to a Duich Poet. 

But my Genius led me to things mote 
worthy of Regard. I have ſeen the utmoſt 
Limits of this globular World; I have 
ſeen the Sun rife, and ſet; know in what 
Degree of Heat he is at Noon, to the 
breadth of a Hair, and can tell the Quan- 
tity of Ccmbuſtibles he conſumes in a 
Day, how much of it is turn'd to Aſhes, 


and how much to Cinders. 


Per. To Cinders ? you amaze me, Sir; 
I never heard that the Sun conſumed any 


thing —— Des Cartes tells us —— 


Col. Des Cartes was an Aſs; and bis 
Followers bray'd in the ſame Tone, and 
knew nothing of the Matter. I tell you, 
Sir, Nature continually decays, tho* im- 
1 to vulgar Eyes, ſometimes his 
days deſtroy below, ſometimes above — 
mu Dave heard of blazing Comets, I ſup- 

ole ! 

K Per. Yes, Sir, I remember to have ſeen 
one. 

Col. Thoſe Comets are ſmall Iflands, 
bordering on the Sun, which are ſometimes 
kindled into a Flame, by that __ 

o/ 


wo . „ He mma 


Heb. AP 


(EF 
Body the Sun paliing over them in its ra- 
pid Motion, which will at length occaſion 


a general Conflagration. 


Sack. One need not doubt the Colonel's 
Capacity i'faith; he has it at his Fingers 
Ends ; he might keep a School, and teach 
the Art of Lying be has it ſo cleverly. 

Aſide. 

Per, Well, you Travellers ſee ſtrange 
things; pray, Sir, have you any of thole 
Cinders ? 

Col. I have ; among my Curioſities, and 
ſeveral things beſide worth your Attention: 
I have a Muff made of the Feathers of thoſe 
Geeſe that ſav'd the Capitol, and I have an 
Indian Leaf, when open'd will cover an 
Acre of Land, yet if you fold it up, you 
may put it into a Snuff. box. 

Sack. Humph ! that's a Thunderer. 

Per. Amazing! | es” 

Col. Ah minc's but a little one, I have 
teen ſome of them that would conceal the 
Spaniſh Plate Fleet, and preſerve them 
from the fierce Valour of the Eng/i/h. 

Per, I admire our Merchants don't make 
uſ: of them to ſcreen themſelves from the 
Spaniards, they would certainly find their 
Account in't. „ ; 

Col. Look you, Sir, do you obſerve tlus 
ittle Vial ; it is call'd Polusflesbcio. 

Per. It has a rumbling Sound. 


Mz : Cl. 
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Col. Right, Sir, it proceeds from a rum- 
bling Nature — this Water was part of 
thoſe Waves that bore Cleopatra's Veſſel 
when ſhe went to meet Mark Antony. 
Per. Well, of all that ever travell'd, 
none ſure had a Taſte like you. 

Col. But here's the Wonder of the World 
— This, Sir, is call'd Zona, or Moros 
Muſphonon, the Virtues of this is ineſtima. 
ble. 

Per. Moros Muſphonon | what in the 
name of Science can that be? to me it 
ſeems to be but a plain Belt. | 
Col. Belt, Sir! this plain Belt has carried 
me all the World over. 

Per. You have carried it, you mean? 
Col. I mean as I fay, Sir, when I am 
girded with this moros Muſphonon, I am 
inviſible, and by turning this little Screw, 
can be in the Court of the Emperor of 
China, Prefter Fobn, or at the Pyramids 
of Egypt, thence to Great-Britain in as 
little time as your Barber can trim you. 
Per. You muſt pardon me, Sir, I cannot 
- believe you. | 
Col. It my Landlord pleaſes, he ſhall 
try the Experiment immediately. 

Sack. I thank you very kindly, but J 
have no Inclination to ride Poſt to the 
Devil. 

Col. No, no, you ſhan't ſtir a Foot, Vi 
only make you inviſible, ** 
ack, 


(139) | 

Sack. But how if you cannot make me 
vilible again. | 

Per. Come try it upon me, Sir, LI am 
not afraid of the Devil, nor all his Tricks 
bud Pl ſtand them all. | 

Col. There, Sir, put it on come 
Landlord, you ou I muſt face the Eaſt 
[turns about] is it on, Sir. | 

Per. Yes, tis on, [they face about again.] 

Sack. Heaven protect me ! where is he? 

Per. Why here juſt where I was. 

Sack. Where, where, in the name of 
Virtue? Ah poor Mr. Periwinkle! — 
Egad look to't, y ou had beſt, Sir, and let 
him be forthcoming again, or I ſhall have 
you burnt for a Vizard. 

Col. Have Patience good Landlord, 

Per. But in Reality don't you ſee me 
now ? 

Sack. No more than I ſee Prefer Jobn, 
or the Egyptian Pyramids, 

Per. Are you ſure you don't lye? I 
ſtand juſt where I did, and fee you as plain 

as I did before. 8 

Sack. Ay, I wiſh I could fee you! but this 
Wizard ſhall pay for it, if I live. 

Col. Take off the Girdle, Sir, and con- 
vince this Infidel you are here [takes it off. 

Sack. Ay dear Mr. Periwinkle, I am glad 
to ſee you with all my Heart and Spirit. 

Per. This is odd ; certainly there mult be 
ſome Trick in't. — Pray, Sir, will = 

| 0 


| ( 140 ) 
do me the Favour to put it on yourſelf, 
but firſt I'll ſecure the Door. | 
Col. With all my Heart; - you know 
how to turn the Screw, Mr. Sackbut ? 
Sack. Yes, yes, --- come Mr. Periwinkle, 
we muſt turn full Eaſt [they turn, the Co. 
lonel ſinłs detun a trap Door.) 
Col. Tis done, now turn. [zhey tury.] 
Per. Ha! Mercy upon me, my Fleſh 


cteeps upon my Bones — this muſt cer. ' 


tainly be a Conjuror, Mr. Sackbyt. 

Sack. He 1s the Devil, I believe. 

Per. Oh! Mr. Sackbut, do you name 
the Devil, when, mayhap, he is at your 
Elbow. 

Sack. At my Elbow ! where, where, oh 
fave me Mr. Periwinkle. | 


Col. [ from below] Are you ſatisfied, Sir. 


Per. Yes, Sir, yes, --- how hollow his 
Voice ſounds ! £ 
Sack. Yours ſounded juſt the ſame — 
faich I wiſh this Girdle was mine, I'd {ell 
Wine no more --- hack Mr. Periwinkle, 
[takes him aſide while the Colonel riſes. 
if he would fell this Girdle, you might 
travel with great Expedition, Sir, what's 
the Price of your Girdle? 

Col. It is not to be parted with for Mo- 
ney, Sir. | . 

Per. I am ſorry for it, Sir, becauſe it 
is the greatcſt Curioſity I ever ſaw. 


Col 
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Col. By the Advice of a learn'd Gymno- 
ſophiſt at Indoſtan, I return'd into E 
laud; where he in form'd me I ſhould hear 
of a Rarity in the keeping of four Men, 
which J was deſtin'd to poſſeſs, for the 
Utility of Mankind, and the firſt of the 
four that gave me his Conſent, I ſhould pre- 
ſent him this Girdle, --- till I have found 
this Jewel, I ſhall not part with my Zona. 

Per. What can this Rarity be, did he 
not name it to you? 

Col. Ves, Sir, he call'd it a chaſt young 
Virgin. | 

Per. Piſh ? Women are no Rarities, I 
nev © hadany great Taſte that Way, Wo- 
mel. are the very Gewgaws of the Crea- 
tion; what Women are there dreſs'd in all 
the Pride and Foppery of the times can 
boaſt of half the Beauty of one Box of 
Butterflies. 

Co]. No, that muft be allow*d 
for my Part, if it were not for the Benefit 
of Mankind, they are as indifferent to me 
as a Sparrow or a Fleſh Fly. a 

Per. Pray, Sir, what Benefit is the World 
to receive from this Lady. 

Col. Why, Sir, ſhe is to bear me a Son, 
who ſhall reſtore the Art of embalming, 
and the old Roman Manner of burying 
their Dead; and for the Benefit of Poſte- 
ty; he is to find the Longitude and per- 
petual Motion, | 

Per. 
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Per. Od theſe are curious things Mr. 


-Sackbut. | 
Sack. He pours em out in a full Stream; 


and t'other ſwallows *em down like Sack 
and Sugar. [ Aſide.] Certainly your Ward 
muſt be this Rarity, Sir, by her being un- 
der the Care of four Perſons. 

Per. By all Tokens it ſhould --- Egad 
if I could get the Magick Girdle, I'd ride 
with the Sun, nay leave him a Semi-circle 
behind, and traverſe the whole Globe in 
Twelve Hours. [ Aþde.] And are you to 
give this Girdle to the ficſt of her four 
Guardians that ſhall give his Conſent for 
you to marry that Lady, ſay you? 

2 I am fo determined when J can find 
im. 

Per. I believe I know the very Lady, 
her Name is Ann Lovely. 

Col. He told me her firſt Name began 
with the firſt Letter, and her ſecond with 
the eleventh of her native Alphabet. 

Per. Did he really, well *tis perfectly 
amazing that a Sage of Indoſtan ſhould be 
ſo well acquainted with my Ward! 

Col. Your Ward, Sir ? 


Per. To be plain with you, I am one of 


thoſe four Guardians ? 

Cod. Are you really, Sir? I am tranſ- 
ported to find the Man who is to poſſeſs 
this Moros Muſphonon is a Perſon of ſo ex- 


viſite a Taſte --- here is a Writing W 
J 


N 
] 


C 
by that famous Gy mnoſophiſt, which if 
you will pleaſe to ſign, you muſt turn your 
Face full North, and the Girdle is yours. 

Per. If I live till this Boy is born, I'll be 


embalm'd and ſent to the Royal Society 


when I die. 
Col, That you ſhall moſt certainly. 
Enter Drawer. 
Draw. Here's Mr. Stay-tape the Taylor 
enquires for you, Colonel. 
Sack. Who do you ſpeak to, you Son of 
a Whore? 
Draw. Why to Colonel 
Sack. Get you out, you Raſcal. 
| Kicks him out and Exit. 
Col. This Dog has ruin'd all my Scheme 
I ſce by Periwinkle's Looks. [ Aſcde. 
Per. Colonel! how finely I ſhould have 
been chous'd. You'll pardon me noble 
Colonel, that I did not give your Title be- 
tore — 'twas pure Ignorance, no Deſign 
upon my Word — hem, hem, pray Colo- 


nel, what Poſt had this learned Gymnoſo- 


phiſt in your Regiment. 

Col. A Pox of your Sneer [Aſida.] I 
don't underſtand you, Sir. 

Per, No, that's ſtrange, I underſtand you 
Colonel = the Girdle, ha, ha, why what a 
Pack of Trumpery this Rogue has pick'd 
up, his Pagod, Poluflosboios, his Zonas, 
and the Devil knows what — ha! gone! 
— ay 'cwas time to ſneak. of. So ho, the 

Houſe 
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Houſe Enter Sack but. ] where is this Trick- 
ſter, I'll Indaſtan him with a pox to him — 
I believe you had a Hand in putting this 


Impoſter _ me, Sackbut ? 
Sack; Who I, ho Mr. Periwinkle, I ſcorn 


it, I ſuſpefted he was a Cheat, and left 
the Room to call a Conſtable to ſecure him, 
I endeavour'd to ſtop him when he went 
out, but the Rogue made but one Step from 
the Stairs to the Door, call'd a Coach, leapt 
into it, and drove away like the Devil, as 
Mr. Freeman can teſtify, who 1s juſt come 
to Town and deſires to ſpeak with you, 
Per. Send him in. | 

Enter Freeman booted and ſpurr'd. 
Mr. Freeman, your Dreſs commands your 
welcome; I had like to have been impos d 
upon here by the verieſt Raſcal — 

Free. Mr. Sackbut has told me the whole 
Story, Mr. Periwinkle; but I have ſomethin 
of more Importance to tell you, — I lodge 
one Night at Coventry, and knowing your 
Uncle, I paid him a Viſit, and to my great 
Surprize found him dying. 

Per. Dying! I hope he has made his 
Will, ke always told me [ſhould be his Heir. 

Free. I have heard you ſay as much, and 
therefore gave you Notice, I ſhould adviſe 
you to go down to Morrow Morning. 
Per. Tl think upon it, in the mean time 
I give you many Thanks, and ſhould be 
glad of your Company to Dinner. 


Fra. 
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Free. I am oblig'd to be at Fonathans at 
two, if I diſpatch my Buſineſs Fil wait on you. 
Per. You fhall be very wellcome. [ Reit. 
Enter Colonel and Sack but. 
Free. Ha, ha, ha, — I have done your 
Buſineſs, Colonel. 8 7 7 yt 
Col. I overheard it all, tho? I am a little 
in the Dark. e 
Free. No Matter, I warrant we have 
him yet, but now you muſt put on the 
Datch Merchant. | | 
Col. A Dace of chis trading Plot = by 
Jupiter J ſhall never go through it. 
But when both Gold and Beauty join to fire us 
The Devil's in't if Difficulites tire us. [ Exit. 
End of the Firſt Ad. þ 
SCENE, a Coffee Houſe in Change Alley; 
a Crowd of People with Rolls of Paper 
and Parchment in their Hands, a Bar and 
Coffee Boys waiting. 
Euter Colonel diſeuis'd as a Dutch Mer- 
chant, afterwards Freeman and Tradewel|. 


| Trad. Who is that Gentleman, Mr. Free- 
nan? | 


Free. A Dutch Merchant juſt come to 
England; but hack you, Mr. Tradelove'— 
I hav: a Piece of News will get you as 
much Money as the French King's Death 
did, if you are expeditious, I receiv'd this 
Letter juſt now from one that belongs to 
the Spaniſh Embaſſador, read it. 


N Trad. 


py I =. 


» 6 
A» * FR 


> * — 
— © DEN 


4 * 
0 "<5. 4a * — . \ — 
N —— 2 . 5 * W 5 « 8 SIPS ED * 
— - Zr . 2 Pr 
8 * a * T morn 2 3 Br WW — 6” a \ 2 * =D * ” mY \ 
— 4 : r - 2 5 _ - * by. © IS A 3 - 2 
: > Win = U > fn — — — x1 . — ES 8 i 1. _ == - =: 2 * a. 4 =. a" de” — 
* * 1 4 3 22 - — — -c..8, . 2 * 2 — 2 2 
* . 4 - — 2 9 3 - > 1 1 — 3 — rad Re — 17 D IX PRA = _—— — 
* 1 bs By C — a þ; 0 g — 2 — d, . . 9 | — 7 1 — = I — — 6 - - 22 Mo 
* 5 — n * * J SIS ; : * I — _ — — 2 
© PP hays * 5 * 2 — * a _— ——_ 2 — +2 
— N "A . 4 3 * - * 2 * e - - * —— - 
\ 8 2 Reer WW ; be, _ " - , — > 
IPRS - * 1 K . *. * ue dl. 7 * N by c — 2 - - 
— * * — — — 1 , - — m—o—% _ - 
” * rn — — * * q bs 2 2 1 Fo. Jo = 8 — — — 42 — 3 
—- <2 Von . 4 — 2 4 | wad > 1 
IE 1 * 7 —— WAS,» — — aan at xd > »Y * w "oP — — 
3 2 — 1 PO. P „ N 9 — fn: * 2 L 
. — 


1 
4 * <> - 
ma” . "IL 
og 
3 ** 
OPENS IG 5 wo 8 * 


* ee 


ment receiv'd a private Expreſs, that the 
Spaniards have took Georgia; if this Advice 
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*Trad. [Reads] Sir, my Lord has this h. 


peove advantageous to you, I ſhall rejoice in 
tbe Happineſs of obliging you; in the Evening 
the News will be publick. by: } 
3 | D. Diego de las Toras, 
Trad. May one depend upon this, 
Mr. Freeman? 
Free. You may, this Gentleman never 
deceiv'd me yet. | 
Trad. Sir, you much oblige me, egad 
III fiſh for a Gudgeon. 
Free. [Whiſpers to two Gentlemen | 
It Gent. The .Spaniards took Georgia? 
I don't believe one Word on't, Sir. [ a/oud 
24 Gent. Took Georgia / as much as we 
have took Madrid. b 
Free. Tis true PII aſſure you, Sir, there's 
an Expreſs come to the Spaniſh Embaſſador 
1ſt. Gent. Let it come where it will, II 
hold you Fifty Pound 'tis falſe. 
Free. Tis done. 
24. Gent. I'll lay you a Brace of Hun- 
dreds on the ſame. 
Free. Done with you too. 


Trad. I'Il lay any of you a Brace d F 
Thouſands *tis took. q 
Free. The Dutch Merchant is your Man 1 
to take in. [ Afide to T rad. 
Trad. Does he not know the News? th 


Free. Not a Syllable; he's plaguy rich, 
and fond of Wayers, f Trad 


— 


lay you two thouſand Pound on't 


(147) 
Trad. Say you ſo, egad I'll bite him if 
oſſible. Came you from Holland, Sir? 
Col. Ya Mynheer. 
Trad. Had you the News of Georgia there. 
Col: Wat believe ye mynheer ? 
Trad. What believe? why J believe the 
Spaniards has took Georgia. 
Col. What Duyvels News is dat? tis niet 
waer Mynheer, tis no true Zir. | 
Trad. Tis ſo true, Mynheer, that I will 


You'r ſure the Letter may be depended on, 
Mr. Freeman. [ 4/zds. 
Free. Do you think I would venture my 
Money, were I not certain of the Truth 
LAlide to Trad. 

Cl. Two Duyſand Pond, Myaheer, tis 
gedaen, — dis Gentleman ſal hold de Gelt. 

Trad. With all my Heart, this binds the 
Wager. [Both give Money to Freeman.] Ha, 
ha, ha, I have ſnapt the Hogon-mogon, I 
faith, two thouſand Pound, a good Days 
Work. Pray may I crave your Name; 
Mynheer ? 

Col. Myne Naem, Mynheer !' myne Naem 
is, Fan van Timtamtarelereletta Heer van 
Fainwell. | 

Trad. Zoons, *tis a pla long Name, 
I' ſhall never recent 3 Myn van 
leralet Tm Tym — What the Devil is't. 

Free. O never mind his Name, I know 
the Gentleman, and will paſs my. Word fos 

N 2 twice 


( 248) 
that Sum: At preſent I muſt beg your Ex- 
cuſe, I am engaged at Sackbuts, | Exit Free, 
- Trad. Sir your humble Servant, now I' 

fee what I can do upon Change with my 
News. | | f Exit. 
SCENE, Sackbut”s Tavern. 


Enter Colonel, Freeman and Sack but, 


Col. Ha, ha, ha, I have him, faith, he 
muſt either part with the Lady or two thou. 
ſand Pound. 

Sack. Ha, Joy to the Colonel, the luckieſt 
Adventure in the World; looking over our 
Poſt Letters, here's one directed to Prim, 
from Aminadab Hold/aft, at Briſtol, giving MW 
Account of one Simon Pure, a Leader of MW x 
the Faithful, arriv'd from Philadelphia and in 
recommended to Prim's Houle ; now you 
can perſonate Simon Pure — Ihe 

Col. Ha, I underſtand you, get mea MW D 
Quaker's Dreſs, and, Freeman, ſuppoſe you dc 
watch the Briſtol Coach for the real Pure, 
and intercept him, or give me Notice; but 
fit Pil diſpatch old Periwinkle ; let me fee, 
his Uncle, Sir Toby, is an old Batchelor, 
700]. a Year in Abbey Lands, I Samuel 
P.llage, have been his Steward above 30 
Years. Thave it pat enough, now my great 
Coat and Boots [pars on Boots and Coat] lo, 
ſo, fare you well, Gentlemen, [Exit Col. 

Free. Your Servant, Mr. Pillage, Succels 


attend you, 
Enter 


( 149 ). 
Enter Tradelove. - 

Trad. O, Mr. Freeman, I am ruin'd, Ga- 
iriel Skinflint has been at the Embaſſadors, 
and is aſſur'd your News is falte. 

Free. I know it, I this Minute parted . 
with my Friend, who. proteſts he never ſent 
me ſuch a Letter; ſome roguiſh Stockjobber 


has put this Trick upon me,—— [have loſt 


300 Pound, | 

Trad. What ſignifies your 300). I have loſt 
2000 to that Dutchman with the curſed long 
Name, — the Devil, I could tear my Fleſh, 
—for by my Soul I can't pay it. 

Free. Ha, I have a Thoughe come 'in 
my Head ——ſomebody told him you had 
a pretty Ward—he wiſhed you had bet her, 
inſtead of your Money. 

Trad. Ay, but he'd be hanged before 
he'd take her inſtead of the Money; the 
Dutch are too covetous for that, belide he 
don't know we are three more of us. 

Free. So much the better, if he'Il forgive 
you the Wager give him your Conſent, tis 
not your Buſineſs to tell him it will do him 
no Service. 

Trad. That's right as you ſay, propoſe 
it to him, extol her Beauty, double her Por- 
tion, lye heartily, and pray Heaven you 
proſper. | 

Free. I'll uſe my greateſt Skill, farewell 
and fear nothing. [ Exeunt. 
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( 150 ) 


Enter Periwincle on one Side, and a Footmay, 
Per. A Gentleman from Coventry enquire 


ſhew him in. This will ſave me the Troy: 
ble and Expences of a Journey. 


Euter Colonel. 


Col. Sir, I preſume you are Mr. Peri- 
wincle. | 

Per. Sir, you are not miſtaken. - 

Col. Alas, Sir, my Grief for the beſt of 
Maſters tells you what Meſſage I bring. 

Per. I hope my Uncle, - Sir Toby, 1s not 
dead. 

Col. Yes, he is, Sir, and has left ya 
Heir to Seven Hundred a Year, — I wiſh 
you long to enjoy it; but my Tears wil 
flow, J ferved him Forty Years. Ay, be 
was a good Man; I was his Steward, my 
Name is Samuel Pillage, your Worſhip has 
heard of me, tis likely. 

Per. Ay, I do remember my Uncle call 
you Pillage. Pray, Sir, when did my Un 


cle die. 


Col. Monday laſt, about 4 in the Mor- 
ning, he ſign'd his Will about 2, and gas 


it me with a ſtrict Charge to leave Covent!) 


the Moment he expir'd, I have obey'd hill 
Sir, and here is the Will, —— O my dei 

Maſter. F 
i 


ars wil 
Ay, be 
rd, my 
hip has 


le call 
ny Un 


. Mor- 
nd gan 
oven 
y'0 Hi 
y des 
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Per. Tis very well, Pll lodge ir in he 


Commons. - don't grieve fo, Mr. Pillage.— 
you ſhall hold your Place and every Thin 
elſe you held under my Uncle. —I profe 
you make me weep to fee you ſoconcern'd, 
alas, we are all mortal. 
Col. We are ſo, Sir, and therefore I muſt 
beg you to ſign this Leaſe, you'll find Sir 


Toby has taken particular Notice of it in 


his Will. 

Per. A Leaſe for what? 

Col. I rented an Hundred a Year of Sir 
Toby upon Leaſe, which expir'd at Chri- 
mas, and I delire to renew it for Twenty 
Years, that's all Sir. | 

Per, Very well, — let's fee what he 
ſays in his Will about it; O here it is, The 
« Farm lying — now in Poſſeſſion of 
« Samuel Pillage——ſuffer him to renew 
« his Leaſe——at the fame Rent.” Very 
well, Mr. Pillage, I ſee my Uncle does 
mention it; and Pll fulfill his Will, — give 
me the Leaſe. —— Let me ſee, —— This 
Indenture — Samuel Pillage to 
have and to hold give me the Pen. 
l doubt this is but a forry Pen [While 


He looks at the Pen, the Colonel changes the 


Leaſe and lays. down the Contract] but it may 
ſerve to write my Name /igns it] there's your 
Leaſe Mr. Pillage. Will you dine with me? 
Col. Sir, I had rather not, I muſt make 
Haſte down, to take Care of every thing, 
you 


- ,('182-) 


you will give Orders about the Funeral. 


Per. I will ſend you full Inſtructions, 


Mr. Pillage, and give Orders for Mourn- 
ing, but. will detain you no longer now, 
[ Exit Pillage] Seven Hundred a Year, I 


| wiſh he had died Seventeen Years ago.—. 
What a valuable Collection of Rarities 
might I have had by this Time. I could 


have travers'd the Globe, and my Cloſet 


ſhould have rival'd $Sloaxe's. —— Odſo, I'll 
begin my Travels now, -I am but Sixty, 
my Father, Grandfather, and Great Grand-- 


father reach'd Ninety,. I. have thirty Years 
good. Let me ſee, what will Seven 


Hundred a Year amount to in forty — no 


thirty Years, I'll ſuppoſe the leaſt, ſeven 
times thirty is juſt thirty times ſeven, that 
makes Twenty one Thouſand Pound, — a 
vaſt Sum of Money; I can eaſily reſerye Ten 
Thouſand of it for ſuch a Collection of Ra- 
rities as ſhall make my Name famous, — 
and then when I dye, I bequeath them to 
one of our Univerſities, and be chronicled 
in the Front in Gold Letters, and make my 


Name as immortal, as e'er a Radcliſf or 


Poadward of them all. [ Exit. 
SCENE, a Tavern. 


Freeman and Tradelove over a Bottle. 
Trad. Come, Mr. Freeman, here's Myn- 
heer Fan, van tim, tam tam; I ſhall never 


think of that Dutchman's Name. | 
Free. 


(753 ) 

Free. Mynheer Jan Van Timtamtireere- 
la heer van Fainwell. 1 39+ 

Trad. Ay, ay, heer vas Faimwell, I never 
heard ſuch a confounded Name in my Life. 
— here's his Health however. | 

Free. With all my Heart. 

Trad. Faith I never thought to find ſo 
generous an Action in a Dutchman. 
Free Oh he has nothing of che Hollander 


in his Temper; but here he comes. 
Enter Colonel dreft as tbe Dutch ON 


Col. Ha, Mynheer Tragelove, Ik ben 
forry voor your Trouble, Ik fal you eſie 
maeken, Ik vil de gelt niet hebben. 

Trad. I ſhall forever acknowledge the 
Obligation, Sir. | 
| Free. You know the Conditions, Mr. 
Tradelove, Mrs. Lovely. | 

Col. Ya, de Juffrow ſal al te regt ſetten, 
M ynheer. 

Trad. With all my Sou}, Mynheer, you 
ſhall have my Conſent to marry her inſtantly. 

Free. Well fince I am a Party concern'd,. 
you Mynheer Fan van Timtamtirelereletta 
beer van Fainwell, ſhall give a Diſcharge of 
the Wager under your Hand, and Mr. 
Tradelove ſhall give his Conſent under his. 
Hand to marry Mrs. Lovely, that's the Way 
to avoid rangling hereafter. 498% 
Trad. Ay, ay, ſo it is, Mr. Freeman, 
IIl give it under my Hand this * ; 

| | ol. 


(254 ) 

Col. And ſo fal Ik. 8 ( 

Trad. Here, Mynheer is my Conſent az 
ample as I can give it; you muſt inſert your 
Name, I know not how to ſpell it; I have 
lett a long Blank for it. = 

Col. Ya Ik ſal dat wel doen.—Daer Myn- 
heer Tradelove ben your Diſcharge ro. — 
Well, Mynheer, ye muſt meer doen, ye 
molt myn voorſprake to de Juffrow. 
Free. He means you mult. recommend 
him to the Lady. | 

Trad. That will, and to the reſt of my 
Brother Guardians. 

Col. Wat voor den Duyvel: heb ye meer 
Guardians. ; 

Trad. Only three Mynheer.. ha, ha, hi. 

Col. Wat ſal Ik you laugh maeken, my 
betroken myheer, had Ik dat gewoeten, ik MW ! 
ſoud, eaven met you, geweeſt ſyn. p 

Trad. I will ſay all that ever I-can think 
on to recommend you, Mynheer, and Þl 
introduce you to the Lady. 

Col. Well dat is waer. 

Trad. I'll go about it this Moment upon 
Honour. 5 [ Exit 

Col. Ha, ha, he hugs himſelf with bis 
good Fortune, but little thinks the Lucks 
o' my Side. Now for the Quaker. ¶ Exeunt 

SCENE, Prim's Houſe. 
Mrs, Prim, and Miſs Lovely meeting, in a 
| Quaker s Dreſs. Af 

Mrs. Prim. Now Ann, Ican look - _ 8 

| | . have 


— e -£- x 
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ent as 
your 
[ have 


Myn- 


n, ye 
1mend 
of my 
> meet 


a, hi 
, myn 
en, il 


think 
ad I 


upon 
[ Exit 
ch his 
Lucks 
Leun. 
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1 have work'd a good Work, and demo- 


liſhed thy heatheniſn Hoop, and ſpotted 
Face, if Heaven ſhould mark thy Face with 
immoveable black Spots, would it not fright 
thee Ann © 

Mrs. Lov. If Heaven ſhould make viſible 
the Spots of your Hypocriſy, it would 
fright me worſe, | 

Mrs. Pr. My Hypocriſy! J ſcorn thy 
Words, Ann, I lay no Baits. : 

Mrs. Lov. If you did you'd catch no Fiſh, 

Mrs. Pr. But I tell thee, Ann, if fiſhing 
be thy Deſign, thou wilt catch more in this 
plain Dreſs, than with all thy Fallals, and 
Foultraps about thee. 

Mrs. Lov. O la, is that the Secret of 


your Formality, I always believ'd there 


was more Policy than Piety in the plain Cap. 
Mrs Pr. Fye for Shame, thy Veſſel is 
filled with the Corruption of filthy Plays and 
Romances, and ſtrongly ſcenteth of the Lees 
ot Fornication. Ay, I wiſh, Ann, thou art 
nor too fond cf the wicked Ones. | 
Mrs. Lov. Too fond of the wicked Ones! 
How dare you uſe me thus, you, you, you, 
unworthy Woman you. | Burſts into Bars 
Enter Tradelove 

Trad, What in Tears, Nancy, what have 
jou done, Mrs. Prim, to make her weep. 
Mrs. Lev Done! I admire I keep my 
denſes among you, but don't think I'll be 
aways your Fool; no I'll wear what 1 
pleaſe 


ä Can] 
pleaſe, go where I pleaſe, and keep Com- 
pany with whom I pe. and ask none of 
you Leave, — I will. | 
Trad. Indeed I think you'r in the right, 
Mrs. Lovely, you ought to have your Li. | 
berty, — and for that very Purpoſe I am 
come. . 
Enter Periwincle and Obadiah Prim, with 3 
TL.etter in his Hand. 

Ob. Pr. This Letter is from Aminadab 
Holdfaſt of Briſtol, it recommendeth unto 
us Simon Pure, a Speaker of the Faithful, 
peradventure he will be here this Night, and 
therefore do thou Sarah provide for his 
Reception. 

Mrs. Pr. Thine Handmaid ſhall obey thee 
Obadia h. | Exit. 

Ob. Pr. Wherefore art thou it the 
Dumps, Ann? 

Trad. We muſt marry her, Mr. Prim. 

Oh. Pr. Yea verily, if we could find a 
faithful Yoke-mate, I ſhould rejoice ex- 
ceedingly. | 

Trad. I can recommend a Man that will 
. dreſs her in all the Pride of Europe, Aja, 
Africa and America: A Dutch Merchant 
my Girl. | 

Fnter Sir Philip Model: ve. 

Sir Phil. You recommend; whenever ſhe 
marries, I'll recommend the Man. 

Per. No, Sir Philip, he ſhall be none of 
your Fope, with empty Sculis, thatch'd, 
. over 


(157) 
yer with white Hair; no, he ſhall be a 
an famons for Travels and Curioſity, a 
an who has ſearch'd into the Profundity 
ff Nature: When ſuch a one demands my 
onſent, he ſhall have it. 
Ob. Pr. Look you, tis in vain to talk, 
rhen I meet with a Man that rightly de- 
eryeth her, he ſhall have the Maiden. 
| Enter Servant. 
Ser. One Simon Pure enquireth for thee. 
unto W 0b. Pr. I defire thee, Friend Phillip, 
thful, hou would retire with thy Brother Guar- 
t, and Wians into that inner Room, Buſineſs re- 
r his Wuireth me here. 
Sir Phi). O, Sir, we ſhan't trouble you. 
y thee Pox take him for a canting Clown. — 
Exit. Wome Brothers. [ Exit 3 Guardians. 
che Enter Colonel in a Duaker*s Dreſs, 

Ob. Pr. Thou art welcome, Friend Pure, 
ow doth our Friend Holdfaſt, and Friend 


im. 


ind 2 Neepfaith, and all Friends at Briſtol? 
e © WL Co. They are all rich in Grace, I thank 
| ee for them. 
t vl 05. Pr. Friend Holdfaft writeth me Word 
4/10, Fhou cameſt lately from Penſylvania; how *©. 
chant Who all Friends there? 1 
Col. Friend, the Bleſſing of their good 
orks fall upon them. l 
ver ſhe ter Mrs. Prim. 
Ob. Pr. Sarah, behold our Friend Pure. 
Ache Mrs. Pr. Friend thou art welcome. 


He ſalutes her. 
O n Col. 


Over 


( 158 ) 


Col. Here- comes the Sum of all my 


Happineſs, how charming ſhe appes 
even in that Diſguiſe. 8 25 

Ob. Pr. Why doſt thou ſo attentive] 
gaze upon the Maiden, Friend ? 

Col. I will tell it unto thee; in this my 
Travel, when I ſcjourned in the Night 
Seaſon, I ſaw in Viſion this Maiden, attir', 
in the Mode of Vanity, ſtanding on the 
Brink of Perdition, and lo! I heard a Voice 
which called unto me, ſay ing — Simon — 
Simon— put forth thy Hand, and fave her 
from the Pit, methought I ſtretch'd forth 
my Hand, and drew her from the Gulph, 
and behold the Damſel grew to my Side. 

Mrs. Pr. O wonderful! What doth thi 
Viſion foretel, Obadiab ꝰ? | 

Ob. Pr. It doth typifie the Converſion of 
the Maiden. | | 

Mrs. Lev. That's falſe I'm ſure. [Ad. 

Ob. Px. Wilt thou uſe the humane Means 
Friend Pure. 1 

Col. Means, what meaneſt thou, is ſt 
not thy Daughter, and one of the Flock 
the Faithful, already. 

Ob. Prim. No, alas! She is neither, bu 
remaineth in the Tents of the Ungodly. 


ſhoull 


Mrs. Pr. Pray thee mind what this good b 
Man will ſay unto thee, he will teach the 
the Way thou ſhould walk, Ann? 3 
Mrs. Lov. I know my Way without fi bp 
Inſtruftions, I thought you promiſed F 


(159) 
ſhould be quiet, when I had put on this 
odious Drels. 


all my 
Appears 


bh " Col. Then thou weareſt it againſt thy 
"WF [nclination, I perceive, Friend. 

this s Mrs. Lov, Friend, thou haſt ſaid the 

| Nigh Thing that is right. 

, attir'd Mrs. Pr. Ay, Ann, art thou not aſham'd 

on the! t mimick the good Man. 

N Col. Mind her not, ſhe moveth not me. 

inen if thou wilt leave her alone with me, [ 

ave he will try to ſeften her harden'd Heart. 

d fort Ob. Pr. Content, I pray thee put it home 


Gulpt to her, come, Sarah, let us go. 
Side. Mrs. Lov, [Catching hold of Prim, he 
oth the el looſe and exit.) What do you mean, 
to leave me with this canting Enthuſiaf, 
Dye think, becauſe I comply with your ri- 
diculous Dreſs, to impoſe your Quaking 
Doctrine upon me. | 


Col, I pray thee Maiden moderate thy 


rfion of 


Ald. 


eat p g 
amon.. 
+ fl rs. Lov. I pray thee follow thy Leaders 
ock — ou will but lole Labour upon me. 
Co!, I am cf another Opinion -: e Spi- 
r, dul tit telleth me, I ſhall convert thee Ann. 
ly. | Mrs. Lov. "Tis a lying Spirit, III not 
s god believe it. 1 
ch the Col. Say'ſt thou ſo? Why then thou ſhale 
convert me, my Angsl. {| catching her in 
out fil his Arms. 
niſed Mrs. Lov. [triebs] Ah Monſter! ſtand 


eff, or I'il tear thy Eyes cur. 
C2 Col. 


(760) 

Col. Huſh! for Heaven Sake, doſt not 
know me, Lam Fainwell. 

Ars. Lev. Fainwell! — Oh Pm un. 
done [| Enter Prim] ha, Prim here.—l wiſh 
with all my Soul I had been dumb, 

Ob. Pr. What's the Matter, Ann, why 
doſt thee ſhriek out? 

Mrs. Lov. Shriek out! T'll ſhriek and 
ſhriek again, cry Murder or any Thing, to 
drown the Noiſe of this whining Babbler. 

Col. No Matter, I ſhail calm her, 1 war- 
rant thee ; leave us 1 pray thee. 

Ob Prim. Fare thee well. [ Ext, 

Col. My cear charming Woman. [En- 
bracing her. 

Mrs. Lov, What meaneſt thou by this 
Diſguiſe, Fainwell. 

Col. To redeem thee from Captivity, if 
thou wilt perform thy Promiſe. 

Mrs. Lov. Make me Miſtreſs of my For- 
tune, and make thy own Conditions. 

Col. This Night ſhall crown my Wiſhes, 
— Se here, the Conſent of three of thy 
Guardians already, and only ſecond me, 
Prim ſhall ſoon make the Fourth. | Prim 

fleals in and liftens.] 

Ob. Pr. I would gladly hear what Argu- 
ments our Friend uſeth to Ann. 

Mrs. Lov. Thy Words give new Life, 
thou beſt of Men, Heaven meant to blels 
me ſure, when I firſt ſaw thee. 


Ob. Pr. 


( 161 ) 

Ob. Pr. Ha, what do I hear - he hath 
molify'd her -O Wonderful Converſion. 

0b. "Pr. [coming forward] Oh what a pro- 
digicus Change is here — Anne, how 
dl thou like the Doctrine he hath 
preach'd ? 

Mrs. Lov. So well, that I could talk to 


him always methinks. 


0b, Pr. Verily it rejoices me, come 
Friend Simon, take the Maiden by the 
Handl 
Enter Servant. 
Fer. There's another Simon Pure en- 
quiceth for thee, Maſter. 


Col. The Devil there is. [ Ade. 


Cb. Pr. Another Simon Pure © is he any 
Relation of thine ? 

Col. No, Friend, I know him nor. 

Ob. Pr. Bring him up? 

Col. Then Impudence aſſiſt me, and if 
it fails me Pm miſtaken. 

Enter Simon Pure. 

SF. Pur. Didſt not thou receive a Letter 
from Friend Foldfaſt concerning Simon 
Pure ? 

Ob. P.. Yea, and here ſtands Simon 
Pure, Friend. 

Col. And Simon Pure will ſtay RE 
Friend, if poſſible. 2 

F, Py, That's Untruth, for J am he. 

Col. Take thou heed Friend, for I am 

O 3 Simon 
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Simon Pure, thou would not rob me of my 
Name, ſure ? 

Sim Pure, Thy Name! I am aſtoniſh'd, 

Ci. Thou may 'ſt be at thy own Impu- 
dence, [going up to him, 

Sim. Pure, Avant Sathan ; J dety thee 

and all thy Works. | 
_ Mrs, Lov. Oh hel! out-cant him, were 
undone, tuin'd for ever. 

Oh Pr. One of theſe muſt be a Coun- 
terteit in Verity. 


Enter Servant, and gives a Letter to Prim 

| who opens it. 

Ob. Pr. This Letter faith, that thy 
Works are the Works of Sathay, read that 
I pray thee Simon, | gives it the Colonel, 

Col. *Tis Freeman's Hand — | Reads] 
There is a Rogue deſigns to rob your 
Hcuſc, and cut your Throat to Night, he 
is diſguiſed Iike a Quaker, you will know 
him from the real Quaker by the Mole on 
the Right Side of his Chin, make the 
right Uſe of this, Adieu. 

Ob. Pr. Doſt thou hear this? 

5, Pu. Yea, but it moveth me not, that 
is the Impoſtor. SIT In 

Col. Yea, as it appeareth by the Mole 
upon my Chin. 

Ob. Pr. Verily, Friend, thou art the 
moſt impudent Villain I ever ſaw. 


Mrs. 


f my 


iſh'd. 
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thee 


we're 
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Prim 
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Mrs. Lo. Nay then I'll have a fling at 
him. [Afide.] I remember this Fellow 
with the Mole on his Chin at Bath ; Ay, 
this is he that pick'd my Lord Raffles 
Pocket-don*t you remember how the Mob 
puniſh'd you, Friend ? go Friend, I ad- 
viſe thee not to tempt thy Fate any far- 


ther. | 


0b. Pr. She adviſes thee well Friend, go 
about thy Buſineſs, and leave this wicked 
Courſe of Life, thou mayſt not come off 
ſo favourably every where. | 

§. Pu. Yea, I will go, and return with 
ſuch Proof as ſhall ſhow thee, Obadia, thou 
art impos'd = | [Extt. 

Ob. Pr. What Works of Wickedneſs are 
in this World, Simon 

Mrs. Lov. What meaneth theſe Emotions 
within me, the Spirit and the Fleſh fight- 
eth, yea, they buffet, this good Man hath 
ſpoken Comfort to me, yea Comfort I 
ſay, he breathed into my outward Ears, 
and it funk into my Heart, yea, verily I 
-_ the Spirit doth love him exceedingly - 

um, 

Enter Mrs. Prim. | 

Ob. Prim. O wonderful! the Damſel is 
filled with the Spirit, Sarah. 

Mrs, Pr. I ain greatly rejoic'd to ſee 
ſuch a Change. 
Mr. Lov. Something whiſpers in my 
Ears = yea, it telleth me I am a choſen 

| Veſſel 
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Veſſel to raiſe up Seed to the Faithfull, and 
that theu, Obadia, mult conſent that J 
grow to his Side, and be one Fleſh - hum, 
Ob. Prim. My Heart rejoiceth excetd- 
ingly, I ſay, to perceive the Spirit within 
thee, behuld it moveth thee, yea, it moveth 
thee with natural Agitation towards this 
good Man, yea verily, I ſay, it ſtirreth up 
oy Inclination as one would ſtir a Pud- 

ing. | | 
Mrs. Lov. I ſee, I ſee, thee, good Ohadia, 
lo he taketh up the Pen, and now behold 
he ſigneth his Conſent ; and now my Friend 
and Brother. Simon is become Bone of my 
Bone, and lo I embrace him in the Fleſh, 
| Ln embraces bim. 
Col. Yea, and I will take thee in all 


ſpiritual Love, for the Wife of my Bo- 


ſom ; - and now I feel a longing = yea, 1 
do long exceedingly. 1 

Mrs. Pr. The Spirit greatly moved them 
both = Obadia give thy Conſent, reſiſt no 
the Spirit. : 

Ob. Pr. Yea, the Light within ſheweth 
me that I ſhall wreſtle through thoſe re- 
probate Friends thy other Guardians - thou 
art a choſen Lamb = the Spirit ſhall hedge 
thee into the Flock of the Righteous — 
fetch me the Pen and Ink, Sarah, and my 
Hand ſhall be guided by the Spirit — 59 
give me the Inſtrument - here Friend Pure, 
- WIE 


(55 
write thou what the Spirit dictateth, and 1 


and will ſet my Name thereunto. [ Colonel writes 
at | Col. There Friend [gives the Paper. 
hum, Enter Maid, running to Mrs Lovely. 
TEL: Maid. O Madam, here's the Quaking 
Ithin Man with two more. 2 
eth Mrs. Lov. AlPs ruin'd, undone. 
this Col. No, huſh, one Minute ſooner would 
- 4 have done it, but now ——— here's Com 
5 ny coming, Friend, give me the Paper | go- 
we” ing to Prim haſtily) 


ole Ob. Prim. Here it is Simon, and I wiſh 

oy 1 ſchee happy with the Maiden. 

n Enter Simon Pure, Coachman, &c. 

 leſl Him. Pu. Look thee, Friend, theſe Peo- 
;. ple will fatisfy chee chat I am no Im 

g 11 fer, this Man did drive the Cattle, that 
"B, drew us from Briſtol =— 

Gow * Col. Look you, Friend, you may fave 


yea, | your Lungs, — I plead guilty. 
Ib Enter the three Guardians and Freeman, 
it na 0b. Pr. How's this, is not thy Name 
Simon Pure? 6 ee 
Col. No really, Sir, ve no farther 
8 Occaſion for it. d 
Jags Ob. Pr, O the Wickedneſs of the Age, 


nedge am ſtruck dumb with thy Impudence— 
* | am aſham'd to ſee theſe Men 
"Im WM Trad. Hark ye Mrs. Lovely, one Word 
den Y with you, [takes ber Hand, 
1 Part, Col, This Maiden is my Wife, Friend, 
"wii and thou haſt no Buſineſs with her, 4 


. 

Sir Phil. Married to a Quaker, — there's 
a Husband for a young Lady. | 
Col. When I put on my Beau Cloaths, 
you'll like me better, Sir Philip. 
Sir P}z, Thou wilt make a ſcurvy Beau, 
Friend. 

Col. I have it under your Hand, you 
thought me a fine Gentleman 39 Minutes 
before 12 to Day, will you take a Pinch 
of Snuff, Sir, the Box is exquiſitely fine, 

Trad. Did not you tell me, Mr. Freeman, 
the Dutch Merchant would meet me here, 

Col. O Mr. Tradelove don't be impatient, 
heb ye Jan van Timtamtirelereleta heer van 
Fainwell, Vergeeten. 

Trad. Oh pox of the Name, what am! 
trick'd roo. 

Col. Trick'd, Sir, I gave you Two Thou- 
ſand Pound for your Conſent fairly ; and 
you have the Conſcience to accuſe a Gentle- 
man of tricking ycu. 

Per. Trick'd, quoth a, Idon't know but 
this Fellow may be he that was ſent to me 
from Indoſtan, by a Gymnoſophiſt, ha, ha, 

Col. The very ſame, Sir. 1 

Per. Are you fo, Sir? But your Trick 
would not paſs upon me. 

Ce No not then, as you ſay, your Time 
was not come; but you may pleaſe to te- 
member Samuel Pillage, you was ſo good 
to ſign my Leaſe; I thank you; but it was 

mentioned in Sir Toby's Will you know, ba, 
ha, ha. Per, 


1ere's 
aths, 
Beau, 


vou 
nutes 
Pinch 
ne, 
man, 
ere, 
tient, 
F Val 


am! 


"hou- 
: and 
entle- 


w but 
Oo me 
a, ha. 


Trick 
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good 
it was 


* > ha, 
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Per. Well, and what ſignifies that Leaſe, 
I'm ſure it was a Leaſe I ſigned. 
Col. You read a Leaſe, indeed, but you 
ſigned this Leaſe for Life. 
[ 7aking bold of Mrs. Lovely.] 
Trad. Well, Sir, ſince you have out- 


witted us all; pray who are you? 


Sir Phil. The Gentleman is a fine Gen- 


tleman, and 


Col. Look you, Sir Philip. Let me give 
an N of myſelf. I have had the 
Honour to ſerve my King at the Head of 


a Regiment, and notwithſtanding the For- 


tune this Lady brings me, whenever my 
Country wants my Aid, this Arm and a 
good Sword ſhall be at her Service. 


In Love, and War, how exguiſite the Charms! 
When Beauty ſmiles, and Victory crowns our Arms. 
[Exeunt. 
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5505 who 3 in the 
SEXES Mis-MaTcCH'p. 


M EN. 
Sir Jobn Frolick. 


Thomas, his Son. 
Frank, a Gentleman, his Friend. 
Belmour, a Gentleman. 

ack 4 cory his younger Brother. 
Ben, tne Widow” s SON. 
Lancelot, Servant to Thomas. 


WOMEN. | 


Mrs. Long fort, a rich Widow. 
Maria, her Niece. 

N. inlove, diſguis'd in Men's Cloaths, 
Lacy, her Siſter. 

Dorothy, Sir John's Daughter. 
Maids, Fidlers, Sc. 


SCENE, Gibraltar. 
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ich THE 


SEXES MIS-MATCH'D. 
SC E NE, Sir John Frolick's Houſe. 


Enter Sir John and Lancelor. 
IR John. Sirrab, no more of your French 
Shrugs, I adviſe you, If you be louſy 
* 
ſhitt yourſelf. 
Lan. May it pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Sir Jobn. J ſay you cannot pleaſe my 
Worſhip, Sirrah, nothing will pleaſe my 
. Worſhip, but to ſee n my Son; bring me the 
Perſon of my Boy em, or as: his Travels 
| Rile him Monſieur Thomas. 
Lan. Then to anſwer you, punctually. 
Sir Fobn. My Boy or nothing; I lay to 
Ss the Purp oa. | 
Lan. To the Purpoſe then; that your 
Wocſhip's vulgar Apprehenſion may meet 
me midway. Your Son, my Maſter, or 
Monſieur Thomas, by the Influence of his- 
auſpicious Stars, in Spight of all the Aſſaults 
bis Virtue met with, eſcap'd from foreign 
Dangers, and is at laſt arrived to ask you, 
as the French molt ſweetly ſay Benediction 
de jour en jour. 
Sir John. Sirrab, none of your Gibbe- 


ridge to me. a Tris: 10 
p Py "aw 


ö 
ö 
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Lan. Che ditt'a vou, Monſieur, 
Sir John. Che digga vou, Raſcal, leave your 
rotten Language, you'r du gatta whee's and 
jours and in plain Engliſh tell me quickly, 
without your ditti vou's where your Maſter 
is, why don't I fee him, anſwer me that, or 
+ þ I'll crack your French Coxcomb. 
4 Lan. Sir, I ſaid, and ſay again, that your MC 
| Son, or rather my Maſter, and your Son, M1 
1 is now arriv'd, and if you will have it in Wi: 
it the vulgar Phraſe of your native Idiom, 
"8 haſts to crave your Bleſſing, and here he is, Ne 
| 


Enter Thomas.] 
Sir Jobn. What Tom, wild Tom, welcome Ill { 
withal my Heart Boy, I am glad at my Wl 
Soul, infinitely glad, why Thomas, I thank 
thee heartily for coming, I have pray*'d too - 
Tho. Then dir, I find your Prayers pre-! 
vail'd above my Sins, elſe I had periſh'd, 
or retain'd my Rudeneſs, not been reform'd, 
or won to ſuch Diſcretion as I hope you'll 
find. 
Sir John. How's this? Reform'd ! Diſ- 
cretion! a pox o'trave), I ſay, the Boy's 


a 96 FT — 


5 1 Tho. But Sir I truſt, your own Expe- 
1 rience in my After - Courſes. Enter Dorothy. 


1 Sir John. Prithee no more, *tis ſcurvy. 
'' i There's thy Siſter. Ay, he's ſpoil'd, undone 
1 without Redemption! his Spirit baffled in 
him; travel ! my Dog ſhall travel next, 
and learn his Ve Monſieur, for ſure 1 11 
this 
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this fine reform'd Gentleman will never be 


in my Books like mad wild Thomas, my 
grand Curſe on him who thus transfo'm'd 
thee, e 


Tho. Excellent Siſter, how glad I am to 


ſee thee = but where's my Father? 

Dor. Gone in a Frer at your fuppos'd 
Converſion, for T am fure he is vext, and 
I know he. has dreaded nothing more ; -but 
it ſeems, dear Brother, you had rather 
blind bim with a falle Shew, than indeed 
correct your Wildneſs. 


Tho. No more of that, ſweet Siſter, thou 
ſee'ſt I can reform, and be mad again When 


[ liſt ; but where's my: Miſtreſs, how 1 
he? I dye to ſee her. 
Dor. Adieu then, Brother, for on my 


Life ſhe will not ſee you; ſhe has heard of 


all your Gambols, your- mad Tricks, and 
25 Miſchiefs, your Wenches and your 
Brawls throughout your Rambles ; and how 
they ſound in modeſt Ears imagine? and 
tho' ſhe lov'd ye well, and waiced for your 


Reformation, the End for which ye tra- 


relbd, yet thus non- plus d, no Wonder) you 


| have loſt her. 

Tho. Nay, prithee Polly, no more of 
that, I will be civil; but would'ſt then 
have me loſe my Birtheright! ? if Fam dee 
mure my Daddy will diſcard me, kiſs me 
and be my Friend, we two were Twins, 


and ſhall we now "BOY Strangers? 


Vx JU Cur: 


- 
CONE ee er LOS * 


e 
Dor. Could I but once behold ye civiliz'; 
I know your Nature ſweet enough; but do 
ye love her? 
Tho. He lyes who ſays I don't, and I'll — 
Dor. See there again, you will fly out, be 


you but rul'd, and Pl do all I can. [ Exeun; 


©, Enter Winlove and Lucy. 

Tucy. Well, Siſter Charlot, I can't ima. 
gine where this Frolick will end, to diſguif: 
yourſelf in Men's Apparel, and come a Hu: 


| band-hunting here to Gibraltar, *cis ſuch; 


Whim 
Win. Why truly, Siſter, I muſt own tis: 

lictle unaccountable, but what could we do, 

you know it was over with us in England. 

Luc. Speak for yourſelf, Siſter. 

Finl. Nay, I'll keep you in Countenance, 
the young Fellows, you know, had forſaken 
us the worſt Way, that is, did not think u 
worth having, they neglected us, had ng 
longer Deſigns on us, and without them, 
what is there in London more than here, to 
charm a Woman's Eyes. ; 
Tuc. The Devil take the Fellows for me; 
cis very hard that they will be young al 
the Days of their Lives, and yet will think 
Women on the Decay at Thirty, for I am 
ſure we were not ſeven Years in London. 

Win. No, nor half that time taken No- 
tice of, unleſs to our Diſadvantage z there- 
fure I think it was time to troop off, with 


as much Youth and Beauty as we had * 
an 


civiliz'd 
but do 


dPll- 
out, be 
Exeunt, 


n't ima. 
diſguiſe 
a Hul. 
) {uch z 


wn "tis a 
| we do, 
gland, 


ENAnce, 
orſaken 
hink uz 
had ne 
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and whilſt the ſmall Remainder of our For- 
tunes enabled us to change the Scene. 

Luc. Well, you are my eldeſt Siſter, and 
I muſt rely on you. 

Enter Widow Lon gfort. 

Vid. Your Servant Mr. "Winks, yours 

Mrs. Lucy, T am but a Loiterer at Viſits, 


dut 'tis not too late, I hope to bid you wel 


come to Gibraltar. [ Kiſſes Lucy. 

Nin. Gadſooks, Widow, I ask Pardon, 
I ſhould have done the Civilities of my 
Houſe before, but as you ſay, tis not now 
too late I hope. [ Kiſſes ber. 

Mid. Why there's Birdlime on your Lips, 
what you know I'm a Widow, and kiſs like 
a younger Brother? 

Wig. Nay Widow, I only give you a 
Sample, you'll look about you before you 
purchaſe, that's your Buſineſs, for I know 
you deſign to marry again. 

Wid. O Dear! not I, I vow and fear 
I don't deſign it; but let me not ſwear nei- 
ther, for who can tell what may happen to 
tempt one. 

Win. Why what ſhould tempt you, but 
a luſty young Fellow? 

Wid. Nay, I'm for no raſh Vows, forthe 
Devil, they ſay, is buſieſt on theſe Occa- 
lions; and eſpecially with us Widows'z but 
if I am tempted, it muſt be by a young 
Man, that 1 muſt ſay; but Lord what will 


your Siſter think, where is ſhe gone? 
Win. 
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Vin. O ſhe did as ſhe would be done by, 
fhe might think you had private Buſineſs 
with me. "7600 TY 

Wid. Ay! Mr. Vinlove, ſhe. knows you 
a fit Man, to do a Widow's Buſineſs! 

Win. Who I, Mrs. Long fort £ 
Mid. You! ay, you; what I warrant I 
could find you Buſineſs too; pray try me 
Mr. Winlove; well I vow and (wear, I like 
that Name of yours-exceedingly. 

Vin. Indeed! nay Winlove does ſound 
better than Longfort. | 

Wid. O! much better; yet a Name ſig- 
nifies little, not but there's ſomeching in it 
too; and I ſhould like mightily to be call'd 
Mrs. Vinlove; but then there's the Misfor- 
tune, one can't change. one's Name, with- 
out changing one's Condition, 
Min. But you'll hardly think it worth 
that, I believe, 
: '-Wid. Worth changing my Condition, 
Sir? indeed I think it worth every Thing; 
but alas! Mr. Winlove, I have been a Wi- 
dow but ſix Months, and can I think of 
changing my Condition ſo ſoon? Speak 


your Thoughts; will: you defire it of me? 


alas if you ſhould, I queſtion whether I 


could deny you, or not?. I really think you. 


might perſuade me ſooner than any one. 
Wis. Who, I Mrs. Long fort? 

Wid. Ay; you. indeed, Mr. Winlove, 

ſooner than any Man living; Lord! there's 

n a great 


„ 
a great Deal in ſaving a Decency; alack-a- 
day! I never minded it ſo much before: 
well, I'm heartily glad you ſpoke firſt to 
excuſe my Modeſty : But what's Modeſty ? 
it means nothing, or at beſt is the Virtue 
of a Girl, that knows not what ſhe would 
be at; a Widow ſhould be wiſer ; but I 
wont confeſs neither; yet I will venture to 


own, I have had a vaſt Reſpect for you, 


ever ſince I firſt ſaw you; and ſince I have 
gone ſo far, I muſt confeſs, indeed I muſt, 
that ſhould you deſire to diſpoſe of all I 
have in the World, honourably I mean, 
my Fortune and Perſon are at your Service: 
Gad ſo! we are interrupted. | 

Enter Belmore: aud Monſ. Thomas. 

Bel. So Mrs. Longfort, your Widow- 
hood is waneing apace ; I ſee which Way 
'tis going: Ah! Winlove, you'r a happy 
Man, the Women and their Favours come 
home to. you. 1 
Wig. A Fiddle of Favours, Mr. Belmore, 
lam a lone Woman you know, left in a 
great deal of Buſineſs, and Buſineſs muſt 
be follow'd or loſt; I have Wares, which 
are a dead Stock to me, that Mr. Vinlove 
may have Occaſion for. — your Seryant, 
Mr. Themas, welcome from, your Travels. 

The. I thank you, Mrs. Long fort, Widow, 
| ſhould ſay, for I find my old Friend is 
laid low. | 10 7 v 

Vid. Ay, Mr. Thomas, we are all _ 

| tal, 


RRR 
tal, but my Comfort is, he is in a better 
Place — but Lord, how I loiter here; well 
Mr. Winlove, J have profer'd you a Pen- 
ny worth, think upon it, and let me ſee 
you at my Houſe ; the ſooner the better, 
Mr. Winlove. [ Exit 

Bel. Faith, Friend, you ſeem to be in 
the Widow's Books, but take Care of her 
for all that, for ſhe'll cheat you if ſhe can. 

Win. Do you think ſo; but what will 
you ſay, it I ſhould-cheat her. 

_ Tho. Cheat her impoſſible; and fo you 
would think, if y*knew her, 

Win. Why, Sir, I may know her; 1 
can marry her, if J will. 

Bel. How's that; can you. marry her, 
Tay you? | 
Pin. Faith, yes; ſhe has given me to 
underſtand, her Perſon and Fortune, are. 
both at my Service. 

Bel, Say you ſo; cloſe in with her; ten 
Thouſand Pound clear Eſtate -; encum— 
bred with nothing but a boobily Son, who 
can never be at Age, till ſhe has a Mind; 
T adviſe you, as a Friend. -» 

Win. Ha! Ten Thouſand Pound! her 
- boobily Son! I have a Deſign, and will 
purſue it! Fortune! if it be thy Will. 
Biel. How lucky are you! my Brother 
Zack, has ply'd her to little Purpoſe that 
way; but J am glad you have her in your 


Power — would your Couſin Was As muck 
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in mine; you ſhall never have her Picture 
again, till I ſee the Original; ſhe muſt be 
e 7a * | 

Vin. We were Twins, and are a little 
alike, as you well ſee; for ſhe will be here 
ſoon, if ſhe recovers, or elſe we ſhall hear 
ſhe is dead; had ſhe not been ill, we had 
all come together. : Sw 

Bel. May ſhe have a good Voyage; but 
what art thou muſing on, Tom? haſt thou 
viſited thy Miſtreſs ſince thy Return? 

Tho. She will not ſee me, hearkee Mr. 
Winlove, I think her Aunt invited you to 
her Houſe. 

Min. Is my Widow, your Miſtreſs's 
Aunt ? 

Tho. Aye, aye, cannot I paſs for your 
Coulin, juſt now come from England, and 


go with you? 


Win. How can that be? | 

Tho. Why, if I dreſs in my Siſter's. 
Cloaths. 

Win. Hah ! * Twill be pleaſant enough 
let us about it. _  [ Exeaunt” 

Enter Sir John and Lancelot. . 

S Sirrah, I ſay ſtill, thou haſt 
ſpoiled thy Maſter. 

Laun. I ſay, how, Sir? 

Sir John. Why, like an arrant Raſcal, 
thou haſt taught him to read perfectly; 
which on my Blefling I warn'd him from; 
1 knew that would be his Bane, and ſecond- 
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ly, you louſy Knave, have ſuffer'd him 
againſt my poſitive Precept, to keep that 
ſimpering Sort of People Company, that 
your dull Aſſes call civil, mark ye that, Sir? 
Lanc. May it. pleaſe your Worſhip... 
Sir ohn. Sirrah, it does not pleaſe m 
Worſhip. Laſtly, and if the Law allow'd, 
it ſhould be thy laſt, I would hang thee 
for't, (however I will lame thee ) !thou haſt 


wrought him quite to forget, what *tis to 


do a Miſchief, a handſome Miſchief, ſuch as 
thou knew'ſt was my Delight: I was ac- 
curſt to truſt him with ſuch a Villain as 
thou, ever lazy and difpirited, and as drou— 
ſy as a Cork on the Water. My Drink muſt 
all four now, and the Surgeons will curſe 
me, nor a broken Head amongſt my Ser- 
vants, thou Raſcal. | 

Lanc. Your Worſhip will pleaſe to take 
me with you, and remember, I was ever 
the moſt profligace of your Family, often 
drunk too, and for your Credit broke your 
Butler's Head once. 

Sir Fobx. No thou baſe Recreant thou 
waſt beacen, and fled before the Butler; a 
black Jack playing upon thee furiouſly, 1 
ſaw it, I ſaw thee diſcomfited, like a rank 
Poltroon. See me no more, away. 

Enter Thomas, dreſs'd in his Siſter's Cloaths. 

Sir John. Here's another demure Slut 
now, where are you a gadding I wonder; 
hey ! what don't you know your Father, 


get 


WE. 


( 
( 


OG 
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| him get ye in Huſſey, I'll have none of your 
o that Catterwauling. [ puſhing bim in. 
that Tho. I wy not, that IWy' not. 
„Sir; [Strugghtng knocks his Father down and exit. 
N Lan. Bleſs my Maſter: look up Sir, do 
e my you bleed? | 
low'd, Sir John. Bleed, ye Slave | twas a ſound 
; thee N Knock tho', a plaguy maſculine Girl, egad 
u haſt my Head's dizie; go thy Ways, thou gets 
tis to Ia Thouſand Pound more for this Dog's 
ich as WTriek, thou haſt the true Spirit of che Fro- 
is ac- licks, a brave Laſs faith! ; 
an as W Lanc. Ha, ha, ha, why who do you think 
drou- Wit was, Sir? 
mult Sir Fobn. My Daughter, Fool, who ſhould 
| curſe Wi: be wouldſt thou make me believe it was 
Ser- Wihe Devil? 
Lauc. No, Sir, but one that ſpits Fire 
o take Ws fit, and changes Shapes as often; who 
cer WMhhouid it be, ut your Son Themas in his 
often Wilt +: Cloaths; nay, never wonder, I ſaw 
- your Wis Boots, if it be not he, yourſhall gibbet me. 
dir John. Hah ! if it be ſo, I will put thee 
thou Win my Will, that's determin'd, but I'll af- 
er; 2 er him. Exeu nt. 
ſly, SCENE, Vidow Longfort's Houſe. 
rank Enter Maria, Dorothy, Maid. 
Mar. Dear Dorothy, thy giving me No- 
/oaths. Nuce of thy mad Brother's coming diſguis'd, 
Slut pas won my Hart ſo, that I ſhall He ready 
nder; to forgive him all his wild Tricks at thy 
ather, Requeſt. Will he be here ſoon ? £3 
e 2 Dor. 
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Der. Preſently. Bur is all ready ? 

Mar. All. Mates go, you have you 
Inſtructions. Come, Derothy, we two mul 
not be een. | [ Exent 

Enter Thomas. 

Tho. Agad this gear*ll Cotten. I've been 
ſtopt ſo often I thought I ſhould never hay; 
got Puthef: I am glad to ſee you, Mrs. Do. 
rothy, ſays one; what all alone, Mrs, Ds. 
rothy, ſays another; I have been kils 
courted, and given my Conſent to be mar: 
ry'd in my Siſter's Name: A pox take tha 
Tmock-fac'd Vinlove, if he had been in the 
Way, I had not been put to it fo. 

| Enter Maid. 

Maid. Your Servant Mrs. Dorothy, won! 
you pleaſe to walk in, Madam. 

Tho. Scill Mrs. Dorothy / where's Mariat 
T am a late Viliter. 

Maid. Alack-a-day, ſhe is not well, and 

one to Bed, I'm glad you'r come, yol 
ſhall go to Bed to her, ſhe will be ſo gia 
to find you, when ſhe wakes. 

Tho. D'ye think ſhe's afleep then. 

Maid. 5:44 pray don't make much Noiſ⸗ 
you know your Side, creep ſoftly in, yon 
Warmth will do her good, you'll lie ciole, 

Tho. I warrant thee I'll lye cloſe, come of 

Maid. Lord, what a ſtrange Fellow you 
Brother is, my Miſtreſs won't b ſee him. 

The. O! a mad Villain, a very Raſcal 


Come. 


Mal 


- 
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| Maid. I'll conduct you to the Door, and- 
y ? there leave you. [ Exenunt. - 
ave your Enter Winlove, Mrs. Longſoct. 
two muſt id, Nay Mr. V;nlove, that ſhall break: 


Exeum no Squares, you ſay your Father enjoin'd- 
you to fee your Siſter marry'd before you. 
I've bee Vin. I would not throw her away, nei- 
ever have ther. 
Mrs. D. Vid. Why marry her out of Hand, to 
Mrs. Do. Jack Belmore. 
n kiss Vin. Why I had ſome Thoughts of, him, 
be mar-M but it ſeems ſhe don't care for him. 
take tha Vid. Don't ſhe? nay I would not adviſe 
n in the her to him, a le Raſcal.— But what 
ſhall we do then? gad-ſo, what unk you- 
of Ben? 
Win. Who, your Son? you are not in 
Earneſt ? 
Wid. But I am, I proteſt, if ypu conſent, 
he ſhall marry her inſtantly. 
yell, a Vin. Me! you may be ſure I ſhall be. 
ne, yo glad to get over the Difficulty, and Ill an- 
ſo glallſſ ſwer for my Siſter, ſhe ſhall have him. 
| Wid. No more to be ſaid then, that Ob- 
n. ſtacle's remov'd, he's in the Houſe, [ll fetch 
h Noise him; but hearkee, Mr. Wirlove, ma hap- 
n, you your Siſter may ſtand upon her maidenly 
e cloſe MW Behaviour, and bluſh, and play the Fool 
ome o and delay, but don't be put off fo, what! 
ow you ſhe is not a Girl at theſe Years! take her up 
m. roundly, and tell her with Authority ſne 


y, won! 


Maria 


Raſcal mult be marry'd directly. IAI ſend oe to 
Mal 


Q. 1 you. 


*n, | 
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you, I'll warrant you Ell manage my Son. 
; [ Exit ill Haſte, 
Enter Lucy. 

Win. Come, vifter, give me a Kiſs for 
my News, I have a Husband for you. 

Luc, Is he worth it? I ſuppoſe the Wi. 
dow's fooliſh Son ? 

Vin. Why, Siſter, I thought you would 
have Occaſion for a Fool, and have -accor- 
dingly provided you one, ready made. 

Luc. I don't know whether I ſhall want 
a Fool when marry' J, but I find none but 
Fools will marry ? 

| Enter Widow and Ben. 

Wid. Come Ben, hold up thy Head Child, 
look like a Man — gads my Life; there's 
nothing to be done with twirling thy Hat, 
Man. 

Ben, Why, Mother, what's to be done then} 

Mid. Why look me in the Face, and 
mind what [I ſay to you. 

Ben. Ay marry, who'd be th* Fool then? 
what ſhould I get by minding what you ſay? 

Wid. Mrs. Lucy, the Boy's baſhful ; dont 
diſcourage him, pray come a little forward 
and let him ſalute you. Come, Ben, you 
muſt be acquainted with this Gentlewoman. 

Ben. Nay, I am not proud, not I, F ſhall 
be ſoon acquainted, and then [ ſhall be rare 
Company, but as yet the Gentlewoman's a 
Stranger to me. 

tid. Stranger! what if ſhe be? I have 

ſpoke 


1 
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©. 7 _ 
f,oke a good Word for you, ſhe is your” 
Miſtreſs; make her a Bow, and go kits her. 

Ben, Kiſs her! no, I know better than 
that too, ſuch fine Folks as ſhe, wont be 
kib'd and flopt, what I arn't ſuch a Fool, 
neither, 

Wid. Try her, try her Man, why don't 
you go nearer, you Looby. | 
[Ben bows, /he thruſts him forward. 

Ben. Is the Devil in the Woman, trow? 
can't ye let a body alone, can't I go neacer- 
her without you — forſooth, you fee what 
for a Woman my Mother is, always ſhaming - 
one before Company; ſhe would have me 
as clowniſh as herſelf, and offer to kiſs you! 

Vin. Why won't you kiſs her then? 

Ben. Why, may J, Sir? marry and I 
will. [Xiſes ber.] Gadzooks! ſhe kiſſes 
rarely! if you pleaſe forſooth, ſince my 
Mother would have it ſo, I don't care if I. 
kiſs you again. 

Luc. Well, Mr. Ben, and how do you 
like me? 

Ben. Like you! marry I don't know, I 
fancy you have bewitch'd me, I never was? 


ſo in my born Days before. 


Wid. Well, but Ben, you muſt marry her. 
Ben. Marry her! hey day! I was never 
marry'd in my Life, What muft I do with 
her then, Mother. 4 
Wid. You muſt live with her, lye with 

her, and ſleep with her. 2 
32. 


3 
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Ben. Nay I ſhall never ſleep if I lye with 
her, that's certain, ſhe*ll break my Reſt 
quite and clean; but how do you think! 
can go to Bed to a Woman I don't know 

Win. O! you'll ſoon know her better, 
kiſs her again, Man. | 

Ben. Shall I? will kiſſing bring us ac. 
quainted? forſooth, ſhall we ſteal into 1 
Corner, and practice a little, and then it 
teems I ſhall know you better. | Kiſſes Fer. 

Vin. The young Man mends apace. 

Ben. Zooks, Mother, if you'll ſtay in 
the Room, and promiſe not to leave me, ! 
don't care if I go to Bed with her. 

I id. There's my good Boy; go in and 
put on thy beſt Cloaths, -pluck up a Spirit, 

I'll ſtand by thee, ſhe won't hurt thee. 

Ben. Nay, it ſhe be thereabouts I'm no: 
afraid of her neither, I warrant give her 
as good as ſhe brings, I have a Rowland for 
her Oliver, and fo you may tell her. [Exit 

Wid. Mrs. Lucy, we ſhar' ſtay for you, 
you are in readineſs I ſuppoſe ? 

Win. Vil anſwer for my Siſter, I need 

but ſay the Word, I'll fay that for her. 

Wid. The better for her, there's a Par. 
ſon ar next Door, we'll marry 'em out ot 

Hand, and then Mr. Winlove / 

Win. And then Mrs. Vinlove, ha! where 
will you and I be then! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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> with SCENE, à Blackamoor in Bed. 
R | 
1 Maid conducts Tho. to the Door, Maria 
JW ? lif ning | 
Ntter, Maid. As ſofily as you can, ſhe ſleeps. 


Tho. I'Il creep like a Mouſe, Madge, A! 
how cloſe the little Thief lyes ! In what a 
Figure it has pull'd itſelf together, anon it 
will lye ſtreighter, hah ! theirs rare Matter 
in ſuch a Treatiſe, how I ſhall tumble the 
Leaves. Ol ye little Villain, ye coy Thief, 
how I ſhall touſe ye; your fye Thomas, 
whac d'ye mean, and as you'r a Gentleman 
forbear, ſhail not ſave ye; for up ye go. 

Mar. O! the Rakehell, how he nches 
at the Villany. | 

Maid. Mechinks, Mrs. *tis -pity you 
were not there, 

Mar. Huſh, all's out, he's going for the 
Candle. | . 32 

Tho. By your leave Light, Ill ſee how 
ſhe pouts in her Sleep, and then her ſoft 
whitiſh Bubbies, Ah! there's Extaſy ! gad 
ſhe moves her Foot, let me ſee, O! defend 
me; the Devil, the Devil, Feinds and Furies. 

Maria, Maid. Ha, ha, ha, her ſoft, 
white Bubbies! yl 
Tho. I am bubbled, abus'd moſt dam- 
where 687 ; but be thou Devil, or his Dam, P11 

give thee a wakning; here's a Curry for thy 

Morrocco Hide [jolts ber roughly] hah! a 
noiſe, the Widows Family will bait me to | 
Death, | 


„ies 

Death, I muſt ſcour, a Curſe of all Wo- 
men, I here diſclaim 'em. [ Exit. 

Blackmoor. O! O! O! I m bruis'd into 
Mummy, a little Spice, and I'm fit ted to 
pot up for Veniſon. I'll lye no more with 
your, Sweetheart, if he huggs this Way, 
let him hugg you Miſtreſs. 
Mar. Alaſs poor Kate; I'll give thee a 
new Petticoat. Exit. 


8 CE NE, the Street, Enter Thomas, 
Frank. 
Tho. Gad I'm got out of their Purlieus, 


the Coaſt was all clear. As I live, Frank 
again, hah! if he ſees me he'll claim my 


Promiſe, [as my Sifter] to marry him, I'll 


fit him for a Ferriter. 


Frank. Ay | Dear Mrs. Dorothy, have I 
caught you? Come Sweet, the Air's cool, 


I have a Parſon ready. Vs 

Enter Sir John and Lanc. 
Sir Fo. Why that's my Daughter, Vil- 

lain; doſt not ſee the Fellow kiſſing her. 
Lan. Why there's the Boots ſtill, Sir. 

. Sir 70. Hang Boots, why they'll wear 

Breeches too; ſee his Hand round her Neck. 
Frank. Methinks her Mouths very 

rough, but that's the cold Air. ¶ Aſide] come 


Love, F wont be put off, let us go, the 
Parion will ſoon diſpatch us. [Exit both- 


* 
0 * off 


> pots. od hat 


— 
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Sir Fo. See they'r agreed, I knew twas 
She, ler her take him, *ris Frank ſure ; he's 
not quite wild enough tho', but ſo, ſo. 

Lan. Gad l'm at my Wirs End, why 
fure, Sir, it muſt be my Maſter? 

Sir Jo. Why coſt thou follow me? thou 
rafcal Slave, haſt thou not abus'd me 
crough yet? Thou haſt ruin'd my Boy, 


and by thy own Propoſal ſhouldit be gib- 


betted, a Curſe upon thy daſtard Coxcomb. 


2 [ Exeunt. 
End of the Firſt ACT. 


ACT the Second. 
Euter Thomas and Fidlers. 

Tho. Gad I was &en forc'd to marry the 
Puppy to get rid of him, and now for my 
Miſtreſe, II ſpoil her Dreams, however; 
ftrike up Scrapers and open your Throats 
for the Chorus. | hey play] 

Maid above. What Noiſe is this? What 
Raſcals are you that make ſuch a Din. 

Tho. O what is that to you, ye Fool 
O what is that to you, pluck in your Face, 
you Scoundrel Laſs or I will break your 
Brow, hey down, a derry derry down, a 
new Ballad a new Ballad. 

Maid. Who are you, and what do yew 
mean ? 

Tho. O Damoſel Dear, open the Door. 
and ic ſhall appear, open the Door and 
view us near. | 

Mai d. 


— 


—i 


ü 
x 
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Maid. I'll fee ye hang'd firſt, I know ye 
now, Madam tis Monſeir Thomas. 

Mafia above. What a wild Aſs is he! 
rail him hence, or ſing him out, in his 
own Way. 

Maid. Have at him then. My Man 
Thomas did me promiſe, he would viſic 
me this Night. 

Tho. I am here Love, tell me dear Love, 
how I may obtain thy Sight. 

Maid. Come up to my Window my Love, 
Come up to my Window my Dear, 
The Wind nor the Rain ſhall trouble. 
| [ thee again, 
Thou ſhalt have a Lodging here. 
[ihrows a Rope. 

Tho. But can'ſt thou pull me up? 

Maid. | warrant you, hold fait, help 
Nan. | [ they pull him up 

Tho: Hellen be Jov'd and ſhe tickPd bim ſo, 

That he contriv'd into Greece to go. 
Maid. And Venus afiſting bis Promction 

The Devil's Dam was at his Devotion. 
[The Maid in a Devils Vizard offers to kiſs 

“bim, he lets go, and falls down.] 
Maid. Adicu, {weet Sir. 

Mar. Ah! what haſt thou done, he i 18 
kill'd! 

Maid. Not hurt, as I live he pitch'd on 


his Feet like a Car. 


Tho. O Woman! O miſchievous Wo- 
man, I am ſpoild, O my Les, my Leg, 
lam' d for ever. Mar. 
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Mar. O my Heart! pernicious Wretch! 
thou haſt maim'd him. 
Tho. O beware Woman, my Leg, my 
Leg, craſh'd to a Mummy, a Surgeon, or 
I 4 run Fidlers bring a Surgeon, O. I 


ſhall faint. 


Enter Maria in her Night Dreſs and Servants. 
Mar. Run all of you, and all too lictle, 


fetch Help, O curſed Jade, to hurt him fo, 


go you too Huzzy, he will be dead elſe, 
how do you Sir ? 

Tho. | riſing] Why well I thank you, 
Sweetheart, come let's walk in, their's none 
to trouble us now, 0 

Mar. Why are ye not hurt Sir? 

Tho. Faith not much Sweet, come we 
loſe Time. | 

Mar. Truſt me I am glad on't, mine 
own Tom, come lets go in lovingly — 
are ye ſo crafty Sir, I'll fit ye. [ Aſide 

Tho. Ah! tweet Laſs, now thou'rt my 
Honey Miſtreſs. | 

Mar. O my Scarf, Tom, I loſt it here- 
abouts, find it and wear it, a pcor Favour 
trom your Miſt: els. 

Tho, I am in the right Box I faith, this 
was lucky. Here *tis, gi'me your Hand. 
Dear. ha! how's this? gone in, and 
the Door lock'd, am I nick'd again. 

Maria within. Stay a little ſweet, Mon- 
ſeir, the Surgeons will be here ſtraight, or 
what if you ſhould roar out again, or let 

; me 


— 
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me ſee; break your Leg in earneſt, c will 
fave ye from being laugh'd at. | 
Tho. What a Devil ſhall I ſay, I muſt 
rhime myſelf off, | 
O all ye fond Youths of Wooing beware, 


For Women are Devils, if Devils there are. 


[Exit 
Enter Widow and Winlove. 

Vid. Indeed Mr. Wizlove, I was afraid 
you was angry with me, to get up ſo ſoon 
and leave me aſleep, but you know I could 
not help that Rakehell, that Monſieur To- 
mas, his making ſuch Diſturbance, but J 
Warrant Iwill rattle him for it. 

Nin. No, no, I was not angry, I only 
got uz; to fee the Meaning ef it. | 

Vid. Jam glad that was all. Ah! Mr. 
Win!ove, ycu'r a dear Man, and I did not 
think it had been in you. 

Vin. You find I have more in me, than 
you expected. 

id. No, no, you cannot have more than 
I expected, tis impoſlible to have more, 
you have enough for any Woman in an ho- 
neſt Way, that I will ſay for you. 

Win. I find Fack Belmore has acquittcd 
himſeif of his Commiſſion however, [Aide] 
then I find you are fatisfy*d. 

Vid. Satisf»*4! no indeed, I am not ſatis- 
fy'd, nor can't be ſatisfy'd with you, or 
withcur you; to be ſatisſy'd, is to have 
enough of you; now, *tis a Folly to lye; 
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{ ſhall never think I can have enough of 


you, well, I ſhall be very fond of you; 
would you have me fond of you? What do 
you do to make me love you lo ? 

I/in. Do you ask me that, can't you tell 
then ? | 

Wid. Go, there's no ſpeaking to you; 
ou bring all one's Blood into one's Face, 
ſo you do, but a little Colour becomes me, 
how do I look to Day ? 


Win. O charmingly, the Women will 


envy you, you look ſo charming. 


Hid. But do I, do J really look charm- 
ingly? Ah! the natural glowing of a Com- 


plexion our-does all the Paint in the World; 
et the poor Creatures burſt with Envy, I 
can only pity the young Jilflirts; they 
wou*'| have no body get Husbands but 
themſelves; marry forſooth, nothing to be 
took Care of but their Green Sickneis; but 
dear Mr. WMinlove, you have convinc'd me 
to the contrary; ay, and J am ſenſible of 
the Favour you have done me, and to ſhew 
you Jam, here's a thouſand Pound for your 
breakfaſt. | Gives bim Bags. ] | 

Win. Ay, marry, this is ſomething like 
a Breakfaſt, 

Enter Ben, Lucy foll:wing. 

Ben. What d'ye follow me for? I wont 
be dogg d nor dangled after neither, ſoIwon'r. 

Luc. Follow you! why mayn'c I follow 
vou thro' the World. 
| R | B n. 
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Ben. No, hold ye there, not fo far by a 
Mile neither; I have encugh cf your Com- 
pany already, by'r Lady, and ſomething 
to ſpare. S 
Wi. Why, Ben, ſure thou art out of 
thy Wits. | 
Ben. Nay T don't know, but if I am not, 
I believe I ſhall be, for I am alter'd for the 
worſe ſtrangely, ſince you ſaw me, and 
ſhe, there, has been the Cauſe of it. 

Wid. How fo, Child. 

Ben. Why, did nc I tell you what weuld 
come on't, but you muſt have your Way, 
.and put me to Bed to a ſtrange Woman. 

Wid. But now ſhc's your Wife, Child, 
and you muſt love her. 

Ben, Love her! I have lov'd her enough 
1 think, for now I don't care a Fig for her. 

Luc. Why you ſlovenly Lubberd, I fe 
good Nature is loſt en you, you misbegoi- 
ten Blockhead,-— 

Wid. Nay, Mrs. Lucy, ſay any thing elle 
and ſpare nor, but as to his Begetting, that 
touches me, he is ſo honeſtly begotten, tho 
I fay it, that he is the worle for it. 

Luc. I'll fo uſe thee, make thee ſuch : 
Cuckold. 

Ben. Gad, I don't know what you! 
«make of me, for I hardly know whethe 
Pm a Boy or a Girl, I believe I have nc 
more Manhood in me than one of my Mo 
ther's under Petticoats. 13 
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Wid. Sircah, Sirrah, meddle with your” 
Wive's Petticoats, and let your Mother 
alone, you ungracious Bird, you. [Beats him: 
Ben. Why is the Devil in the Woman? 
What have I ſaid now, do you know 1f you + 
were ask'd, trow? but you'r all of a Bun- 
del, e'en hang together, he that unties ye 
makes a Rod for his own Tail, and fo he 


will find who has any thing to do with you. 


Mid. Ay, Rogue enough, I have a Rod: 
for your Tail yet, and ſo you ſhall find. 

Ben. No Wife, and I care not. 

Luc. Why, you unmannerly Tony, you 
Witto] Looby. = oh 

Bea. Ay, rail on, tis not your Tongue 
that I fear. 

Vid. Sirrah, Vil ſwinge you into better 
Manners, I will. [ Beats him off. 

Enter Belmour. 

Bel. Dear Vinlove, Fack has told me all; 
how ſhall I make you amends, for the Fa-- 
your ? | * 

Win, Why, Pl tell you, it ſeems we're 
to have a Bruſh with the Spaniards, and 
i'm reſolv'd to make one; now l don't 
know what may happen to me, and having, 
a Thouſand Pound of my Couſins, that 1 
would not have her wrong'd of, I will put 
it into your Keeping. 
; Bel. You have a good Opinion of me, I 
ce. | | 
Win. I have indeed; if I don't return, . 
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pray take ſome Care of her, and ſee her 


marry'd, if you can; but if you hear from 


neither Cf us, the Money is your own; but 
ſo much Ill ſay beſore my Siſter, if ycu 
like her when ycu ſee her, I wiſh nothin 
ſo muchas to have you marry her yourſelf. 

Bel. Why, from what you have cold me 
ef her, and my Obligations to you, it will 
be her own Fau:t if T don'c; but I hope to 
have her from your own Hand, yer. 


- Win. And I hope to give you her Hand 


too, for all this. Bur come, I muſt prepare 
for my Departure. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Jack Bellmore, Frank. | 

Frogk. Is there any Shops open, I'll give 
thee a Pair of Gloves, Pack. 

Jack. But dees Thomas know thou haſt 
marry'd her? 

Frark, No, nor her Father neither, 
there's the Trick on't; by that Means I 


have ſav'd her Jointure. 


Jack. Why here ſhe comes. 
Enter Dorothy. 
Frank: See how demure ſhe is. Morrow 
Miſtreſs. | 

Dor. Your Servant, Sir, pray what is 
your Will? _ 

Frank. Oniy a Word with you, Miſtreſs. 

Dor. Well Sir, ſay on. 

Frank. That you would preſently pre- 
pare yourſelf and thoſe Things you would 
take with ye, for my Houſe is ready. 1 

or. 


nab Dor. How Sir? 

1 * Frank. As for Houſhold Stuff. Trunks, 
dt and Cloaths, to morrow will ſerve Turn; 

only whar Money you have and Jewels 
g bring away with ye. 


Are Dor Money, and Jewels, Sir? | 
: Bo Frank. My Friends will be there, and the 
will J Bed is ready to play the Game in; and 


Pe to now: Dolly, come kiſs me heartily. 

Jang Dor. Mr. Belmore you'r a ſober Gentle - 
EI man; how broke he out of Bedlam © you 
On ſhou'd n't ſuffer him in the raw Air, *cwill-. 
e. hurt him; he's a pretty Gentleman, "tis a 
oreat Pity. Servant, Sir. 15 | 


eu Jack. Ha, ha, ha, Frank, thy Cale and 
haſt mine are all one; it ſeems thou haſt marry*d 

a Woman withour her Knowledge, and I 
hos am ſure I have lay'd with a Woman with 
1 out ber Knowledge. 


Frank. How! Fack, explain. 

Jack. No faith, not yet, ſhe don't knorr 
herſelf, I tell ye. 

Frank. Well, I can't reſt, till I ſee the 


15 Bottom of this. LExit. 
1 Euter Belmore, Lucy, Charlot in hey No- 
man's Habit. 
70 Bel. Well, I vow I did not know you at 
firſt! who could have ſuſpected a Miſtrels 
e. in a Companion ! 
d Char. Why, I had a mind to know how - 


you lik'd me in the Perſon of my ſuppos'd / 
7 Couſin, and if I had found you indifferent. 
. 11 


hn 
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I would have try'd to have been ſo too, but 
you ſay you like me, ſo I have ventur'd to 
diſcover myſelf. 

Bel. Like you; you know I lov'd you ax 
a Man, but could uot hope ſuch a Miracle 
in my Favcur, that you ſhould become 2 
Woman, and engage me, by a dearer Tye. 
So, Jack, where's the Widow? 

Fack. You know I am her forlorn Hope, 
ſhe brings up the Rear, with the young 

Squire in her Hand, my Son-in-Law, that 
is to be, by the help of Mr. Vinlove. 

[Enter Widow and Ben. 

Wid. Here, Mrs. Lucy, I have brought 
him about, I have chaſtis'd him, hc's as 
ſupple as a Glove, you may pull him on, 
or throw him off, at your Pleaſure. Wil 
you ever rebel again, will you, Sirrah ? but 
come, come, down on your Marrow Bones 
and ask her Forgiveneſs. Say after me: 
Pray, forſooth Wife — 

Ben. Pray forſooth Wife. 

Luc. Come, come, I'm good-natur'd, I! 
take you into Favour, 'tis your firſt Offence, 
but if ever you do ſo again —— 

Ben. Ay marry. if I do, *cwill be the 
worſe for me. 

Luc. Here's a Stranger, forfooth, my 
Siſter would be glad to be known to you. 

Wid. ſtarts ſeeing Charlot. 

Mid. Your Siſter, Mrs. Lucy, what a'ze 

mean? 
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mean? this is your Brother, d'ye think E 
don't know Mr. Winlove? 

Luc. Lord you'll ſpoil her Fortune, this 
Gentleman's about marrying her. 

id, Fiddle, faddle, that Trick won't 
take with me. 

Char. Nay truly, the Trick has taken 
ſufficiently, we won't cheat you. over again. 

Vid. Cheated ! what d'ye mean, Mr. Win- 
love? | 
Char. Why there now, you will be 
cheating yourſelf, I grant you I was Mr. 


Minlove a little while, to oblige you; but 


now to oblige Mr. Belmore, I am a Woman 
again. | 

Wid. A Woman! — why. pray did not 
you marry me ? 

Char. You would have it ſo. 

Wid. Gads my Life, I could- not be 
cheated in every Thing, I am old enough 
to know a Man from a Woman ure, or 
the Devil's in't: Did nt I give you a thou- 
ſand Pound too? | | 

Char. Yes, ſure ; but twas more than I 
deſerv*d tho*, but you. have enough left for 
a Husband yet, and I believe when you 
know all, you'll think Jack Belmore has the 
moſt Right to it 

Wid. What you put him to Bed with me 
then, did ye? 

Jack. Yes faith Widow, I am the Mag, 

and. 
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and egad you muſt own, I have done fairly 
by you, you know what you have to truſt 
to, — before- hand. 

Wid. Well, well, I ſee you was to have 
me, ſo &en let's be marry'd, and there's an 
End on't. 

| Enter Frank. 

Frank. Widow, a Word with you, is 
Mrs, Dorcthy here ? 

Mid. Ay, I think: ſhe is; ſhe lay with 
my Niece Maria laſt Night. Would you 
ſpeak with her? 


Frank. Lay with your Niece ſay you! 


* 


but who's that? 
Enter Thomas in his Siſter's Cloaths, fol- 
low'd by Sir John. 
Tho. Ha! Frank your'r a hot Lover, but 
a Loiterer of a Husband, I ſee, 
Frank. Nay, now I fee the Knavery on't, 
Good Morrow. [Offers to go 
Tho. Sirrah Frank, ſtay, give me thy 
Hand Boy —— Widow where's my Siſter ? 
O here ſhe is. 
Enter Dorothy, Maria. 
Prank my Boy, thou would have a Wife. ? 
Frank. Not I, I thank ye, by no Means. 
Tho. I ſay thou ſhalt have a Wife; and a 


fruitful Wife too; for I find Frank, I ſhall 


never bear thee Children. 


Sir John. Ha! a rare Boy, a mad Rogue, 


Father's own Fleſh and Blood. [ Afrae 
Frank. Prethee leave tooling z I am very 
well as lam. | Tho. 


2 
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Tho. Ay, but thou ſhalt be better Frank; 
Its ſee, thou haſt 300 a Year, and ſhe has 
1500 J. thou ſhalt jointer her, in 200 a Year. 

Frank, No. Thomas. EE 

Tho. I ſay yes Frank; and lay out 2001, 
in Cloſe, look at her, a delicate Wench ; 
itrike Hands, or I ſtrike firſt. Come Siſter... 

Dor. You'iller me like him firſt, Brother? 

Tho. Come, dcn't play the Fool, what 
would ye have, he's a hanſom Fellow, come 
Brother Frank, ſtrike che Match. | 

Frank. Well then Mrs, can ye like me? 

Dor. If ye can pleaſe me. 

Tho, That's to be try'd, take her Brother 
Frank, and now, off goes my Fripery, and 
[ travel again. 

Sir Ichu. I'Il bar that farſt, 

Mar. And I next. 

Tho. O be ſatisfy' d, I ay I will travel;and 
lo long, till I find a Father that I never 
knew, and a Wife that I never look'd for. 

Mar, Why you Fool I am Friends with 
ye now, 454 

Sir John. Why Monſieur 7 homas, why 
Tem, my own Boy Lem, here's my Key's, 
take all I have, for now I ſee thou art right, 

Tho. O!] Lord Sir, if you don't diſinhe- 
rit me for a demure Mopes, I ſhall loſe my 
Miſtreſs, for being a wild Spark. 

Mar. Come Tom, upon my Faithlhave 
forgiven you now, and love ye extremely, 
and now 11 kiſs ye too. 

Tho, 
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Tho, Shall we to Church then ſtrait? us 

four; and what ſay you Widow, is your 
Wedding Sheets on ? 

Wid. Yes, yes we're agreed at laſt, Zack 
Belmore, and I. 

Tho. Jack Belmore! what then, is not 
Winlove the Man. „ 

Bel. No, faith, a very Woman, the Sexes 
were miſmatch'd, ſhe only hung out falſe 
Colours, like you. 

The. Hah! what a Woman in Breeches! 
gad that's ſhe, a glorious Girl faith, ſhe 
— have a Husband, or I'll have her my- 
lelt. . 
Mar. No, that you ſhan't, I forbid that. 

Bel. And ſo do]; ſhe and ] have made 
up the Matter; if you will, tho? you ſhall 
ſee her marry'd. 

Sir John, Come, no more to be ſaid, III 
ſee ye all marry'd ; four Couple, a jolly 
Troop faith, away with ye, get the Buſineſs 
over, and then the Women will give you 
all Buſineſs; ye all dine with me, I'll hear 
no Denyal. 

Fact. Come Widow, if you'll go, I'll lead 
the Way. | 

Wid. Ay: Since by Moon Shine you have 
made your Hay. Exeuni 
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SCENE, a Chamber. 


The Widow Outſide di/cover*d at a Toylet, 
Neceſſary waiting. | 


Vid CNT ELL, Black is a becoming 
\ V Colour to a fair Complec- 
tion, but Jam quite weary 


of theſe Weeds, pray how long has Sir 
Thomas Outſide been dead, Neceſſary? 

Nec. Let me ſee, one, two, three ; I, he 
has been dead three Weeks and four Days 
Madam. 

Mid. Is it no longer? I proteſt I thought it 
had been as many Months, how ſlowly the 
Time moves, Nights are very long Necefary. 

Nec. Methinks your Ladyfſhip was too raſh 
in making that Vow, never to marry again, 
but J hope you don't intend to keep it? 


id. Alas! Neceſſary, thou haſt ſeen me 


all into Fits, at the pronouncing Sir Tho- 
uas's Name, tis only a cuſtomary Form 
mpos'd on our Sex, tho' I muſt needs own 


Tears accompany'd with all the Train of 
cutward Regards, are mighty decent, and 


add a thouſand Charms to a Widow; and 


then as to that Vow Neceſſary, it was no ill 
Policy, it ſharpens, their Appetites, Men 
ove to prevail, where there is ſome Diffi- 

8 culty, 
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eee 
culty, do'ſt not ſee what a Herd of Preten- 
ders I have already about me, Vows are 
"Things of Courſe; prithee give me a clean 
Handkerchiff, and my Bottle of Hart's. 
Horn, leaſt I ſhould be ſurpriz*d without 
the Decorations of Widowhood. | 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. Madam, Mr. /ulter deſires your Per- 
miſſion to wait on your Lady ſhip, A - 
Vid. Deſire him to come in. —— Now! 
for a mournfu] Strain. 
Enter Vulture, a 
Oh wretcheddiſccnſulable Creature, could " 
J but expire amidſt the piercirg Anguilh! 7 
Y 


can it be poſſible that J am forever ſepara- 
rated from my Dear, Dear, Sir Thomas? alas 
tis but too true, Ah me. | Weeps 
Nec. Madam, Mr Yu/ture. Alas poor Lad)! 
Vulter. Madam your Servant; what til} 
weeping ? humid Eyes always: a good Hus- 


band's warm Kiſſes, would like a Summer *! 
Bun, exhale the Dew from thoſe roſ H 
Cheeks; But Madam, I preſum'd to wait 

on you this Morning, to know if I might 4 


wiſh you Joy of your Cauſe. 
Mid. Alas Mr. Vulture I don't knowl ©* 
when I ſhall Sain it, there are ſo man 
Pelays in the Law. 
uit, Indeed you obſerve truly Madan “ 
I hope you have retajn'd good Council, fo 


A good Cauſe with bad Ccuncil, is like: th 
ftrong Bird with pluck'd Wings, they mi 8 
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Hoth Autrer a little, but will certainly 
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Vid. You ſay right good Mr. Vulture, 
but fic down, I want jome of your Advice, 

Put. I think I ought to be-, my good 
Lady, I have been in Law five and forty' 
Years next Term. 94 7 

Wid. You muſt know Mr. Vulture, my 
Adverſary has not pleaded yet. | 
_ LVult. Non pleadavit Adverſarius, ſay you, 
ſo much the better, why what a Blockhead 
was his Attorney, look'e Madam, If he does 
not put in his Declaration before next F/- 


ſign Day, we'll nonſuit him, and ſnap 


Judgment by Default, pray Madam who's 
your Attorney ? | 

W:4. Mr. Wrangle of Clement's Inn. 

Jult. A very able Man indeed, a tho- 
rough pac'd Practitioner, one that will pur- 
ſue a Cauſe, thro' all the Tricks, Quirks 
and Doubings of the Law, with all the 
Aſſiduity of a ſtanch Artotfiey, — But — 

Mad. But what Sir? 

Yult. He is a little too ſcrupulous, he 
does not put his Knowledge in Practice, 
an Attorney can never go thro? Stitch with- 
out plenty of gcod Tools. 

W/id. What d'ye mean by Tcols, Mr: 
Vulture. | 

Vult. I mean Witneſſes, Madam; good 
thorough pac'd Witnefles, they are the Sin- 
news, Life and very Soul of a Cauſe, a ſuc- 
ceſsful Attorney * falle Witneſſes, 
' 4 7 2 a8 
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as a Sharper muſt have falſe Dice, now 
there's my own Attorney old Cerbrus of 
Gray's Inn is always well ſtock'd, he has 
Witneſſes of all Sorts and Sizes, Fellows 
that will ſwear thro' thick and thin, with 
broad brazen Faces, fear*d Conſciences, and 


ſtrong Memories, 

Wid. Sure you jeſt Mr. Vulture 
impoſſible there ſhould be ſuch Villany. 
Vault. Ah, Madam, I know the World: 

there's no living in't without Induſtry and 
Artifice: why there's my Friend Cerbrus, 
now, with a complete Proficiency in theſe 
witty Shifts, has ſcrap'd up forty thouſand 
Pounds: If he had been overſtock'd with 
Honeſty, he might ha'been a painful Hack- 
. ney Writer to this Day. 

Wid. I find Mr. Vulture, Money is the 
only Deity you adore, | 


tis 


Vult. Excepting your amiable ſelf, my 


very good Lady And I think I have 
ſome Reaſon, I know by ſixty Years Expe- 
rience, that the. richeſt Men, are always 
moſt eſteem'd. Why, a poor Man is a Rogue 


to himſelf, and a Fool to tbe World, Jo- 
neſty and Conſcience will ſtarve him, his 
Wife and all their Poſte ity: and deprive 
them of all good Qualities in the Eye of the 
World; a poor Man is never a credible Man, 
therefore he's a Lyer, no Body will truſt 
him, therefore he's a Knave, he had not 
Wit enough to get rich, conlequenty.hes 
| | a 1 QUL. 
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2 FooF: But in ſhort, to come t6 the Pur- 
pofe, my good Lady; I would recommend 
ſom? of theſe: Witneſſes to you, and I war- 
rant you will gain your Cauſe. 

Wid. I had rather loſe my Cauſe, than 
uſe ſuch helliſh Inſtruments to gain it, haze 
you no Conſcience, Mr. Vulture. _ 

Vault. Ye =ye— yes, Madam, I have a 
good convenient modern ſurtout Conſcience, 
that may be ſlipt of or on, like a riding 
Coat, as occaſion offers. 

Nec. M y Lady would have a ſweet Huf- 
band of this Fellow. [ Aſide. 

Wid. Well but Mr. Fultnre,. if my Ad- 


verſary ſhould - by perjur'd Witneſſes biaſs 


the Court, I ſhould be loath to ſtand to a 
falſe Judgment. — 

Vult. Nen ad Fuditium! — Then I have 
a Trick to relieve you again, you ſhall have 
a Habeas Corpus, cum Cauſa, and remove 
it higher. 

Wid. I find Mr. Vulture you have Tricks 
enough of Conſcience. 

Vult. I'have Tricks enough of Law, no 
matter for Confcience —= *riFti a Thing 


to thrive by — none but poor Folks-pre- 


tend to it 
Ah! Madam! I. love to be litigious, 
*ris Manna to me to be in Law, there is 


ſuch Pleaſure in the · Vexation of others; 1 


am in a perfect Exraly when I outlaw a 
on Raſcal, for a T rifle be fore he knows - 


— o 
"w,- - 


ä 


_= Se 
— 


1 "I, S—_ 
1 of l 
« 
* 


3 — JI 
1 — — r — 


—_— 


Lg 


Los -» - 9 
2 — — 
32 — ** 4 \ 
_ —— — en TIN 1 
— n n | _ 
= 


(210 ) 
any thing of the Matter; begin with him 
at Capeas, alias & plures, Exigent and Pro- 
clamation, and ſo proceed to a Capeas ulla- 
gatum in the turn of a_ Term, and be fore 
he is Rectus in curia cwill colt him Ten 
Pound to reverſe the Outlawry, —— Then 
the unutterable Delight of hunting him 
thro' all the ' intricate Eabyrinths of the 
Law, to purſue him with Ejectments, Ele- 
gits, Extents, Judgments, Executions, Spe- 
cial Pleadings, Demurrers, Writs of Error, 
Rejoynders, Surrejoynders, Rebuters, Sur- 
rebuters, cum multus aliis: Then afeer- 
wards toſs him thro” all the Courts of Meſt- 
minſter, like a Tennis Ball; flap from the 
Common Pleas, to the Kings Bench, then 
hurl him into the Exchequer, and after 
ſouce him over Head and Ears into Chan- 
cery, and when he thinks he's cock ſure of 
the Game, I turn up an Appeal to the 
Houſe of Peers | 
Wid. I fee Mr. Vulture your a conſum- 


mate Maſter in all the chicanries of Law, 


Vault. I think, Madam I ſhould be; I am 
ſure I have been a Term-trotter any time 
theſe Five and Forty Years, 4n which time 
I have been Sixteen times beggar'd at leaſt, 
and as often recover'd again, and now ar 
this preſent I can make it appear, that 
what by lying and cheating in 'Change Al- 
ley, and ſwearing in Weſtminſter Hall, I 
have pick'd up an Eſtate, declaro, worth 

F Fikiy 
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Fifty Thouſand Pound; no contemptible. 
Fortune my good Lady and under auſ- 
picious Stars be it ſpoken, I have at this 
Time, no leſs than nine and twenty Law 
Suits. # 
Wid. Heaven deliver me! what a wicked 
Pettiſogger it this! 
Viult. And all the Damage won't riſe to 
forty Shillings —— I have ſo plagu'd and 
beggar'd the whole Pariſh with Proceſſes, 
Subpxna's, Sc. that they cannot purchaſe 
a new Weathercock tor their Village Stee- 
ple, then every Term, I Subpcena you up 
all the Men in the Village, and force their 
Wives to refrain civil Cuckoldom ; by this 
means the whole Town both Male and Fe- 
male hate me, "A 
But I know how to get more by my 
Enemies than my Friends. 
Nec. Pray Sir, what Religion are you 
off? [| Curiſeying very gravely.] | 
Vault. What Religion am J off — that's 
an odd Queſtion Sweetheart; why I am a 
— a — lama —— Stock-jobber —— 
and now and then a Sollicicor, Sweetheart 
upon Occaſion. | -TO1 £338 
Nec. There's a Rogue now, to make In- 
tereſt his Religion, and yer paſs for a ſober 
honeſt Man. [ A/ide 
Fult. Going to Law, and rang up 
Money are the ultimate Joys of my Lite, 
I have gain'd more by one Lye, than by 
| a 
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all the Truth I have utter'd in my whole 
Life, # ſingle Lye in Change Ally has rais'd 
me a Gemini of Thouſands, | landed the 
Duke of Berwick twice in Scotland, and put 
Money into my Purſe both times. — In 

ſhort, Madam, I am a very ingenious Perſon, 
——— but, my good Lad , T am dilatory 
in my old Cauſe; grieve no longer for your 
firſt Husband, but think of a ſecond ; I 
hope I need no: recommend my ſelf to you, 
you may perceive by the Account I have 
given, I am a Man that will thiive in the 
World, and tho' I am a little old, I am 
tough and hearty till ; and tho' the Snow 
does lie on the Mountain top, yet let me 
tell you, there's Warmth in the Valley; 

Warmth in the Valley, Widow. 
Mid. O Mr. Vulture, you are a Man 
I could have no Objections to, but my Vow, 
Mr. Vulture, my Vow - and then to think 
of my dear Husband, the kindeſt, beſt of 
Husbands Oh! O! I ſhall never forger him. 
| [cries out} 
Yult. Come Widow dry up that Moiſture, 
thoſe Eyes are Windows, for light not 
Sluices for Tears — forget the Dead and 
remember the Living, pretty Eyes thoſe, 
mighty pretty Ex es, hide them for Shame, 
or they'll kill every Body they*r your 
Baſilisk Eyes —— [peeping into her Boſom] 
gads my life, What a pair of delicious 
Breaſts, ſtares a Man in che Face, as white 
28 
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as a Lilly — odſo 1 am wounded, mur- 
ther*d, thrown in a Ditch, you have done 
my Buſineſs that's certain. | | 
4 Vid. You make z ourſelf very merry, 

ir. | 

Jult. Ah | Widow, 'tis in your Power 
to make me merrier, you underſtand me 
([patting her with his Cane] but mum a 
Word to the Wiſe — Ah! thoſe Eyes, — 
why I am not ſo old as I look, — I am 
not above ninety, a middle Age, a very 
good middle Age, —— I have liv'd tem- 
perate, not waſted my Health and Strength, 
upon the wanton Jill-flirts of the 'Town. 
Hem! hem! — there's Lungs! there's a 
clear Voice, ſounds like a game Cock's. — 
hem! hem! [alls a coughing, Neceſſary 
claps his Back] ſo, mighty well Sweetheart, 
I am ſtrangly troubled with Phlegm — od 
ſo, I took it a little too high for my Con- 
ſticution, but I fancy my ſelf. but eighteen, 
when J ſee you, and my Heart leaps like a 


Bird in a Cage. [ coug ht 


Fntier Courtwell. 

Court. Madam I'm your moſt humble 
Setvant hey day, what's here, old 
December ccurting of Fuly. 

Wid. Who expected you Sir, how long 
muſt I be plagu'd with your rude Impertt- 
nence. 

Court. Till you give the Parſon leave tg 
charm me Widow, come, come, off 7 

Tncre 
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theſe melancholy Weeds, thou haſt ſtrangely 
griev'd, ſpent more Tears for thy own 
Share than would ſuffice a whole City of 
| Widows in a Plague time, beſides exclama- 
tory Sighs, and Fits innumerable, 

Wid. Will no Denials ſhock thee, what 
doſt thou preſume on? 

Court. On your good Judgment, Ma- 
dam, not to chuſe that moving Hoſpital, 
- whoſe whole Merit lies in his full Bags.— 
In ſhort, Widow, I am reſolv'd to make 
you happy, in ſpite of all the Reſolutions 
you have taken, or ſhall take to the con- 
_ trary. - 

Wid. Well, if ever I forgive this, may I- 

Court. O! no more Vows, Widow, if I 
have offended you, let your - remorſeleſs 
Damoſel, ſeize this relenting Microcoſm, 
diſrobe it of thoſe periſhable Habiliments, 
and hurl it into your Ladyſhip's Bed. 

Vid. I proteſt thy Impudence amazes me, 
what is thy Aim? | 

Court. Only to pour forth in your dear 

Preſence the Ætna of my Sighs, to witneſs 
the glowing Affection of my Heart, and 
procure from your ſweet Tongue, or ſweet- 
er Lips, ſome Aſſuagement of my Pain. 

* [ Kiſſes her, ſhe ſiruggies. 

Wid. Poiſon, Aſps, and Baſilisks. 

Court. Nectar and Ambroſia, Milk and 
Honey. | 

Mid. I never met with any Creature ſo 

| impu- 
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impudent —— he's a charming Fellow, 
faith. [ Aſide. ] | $22 
Court. Not I with any ſo lovely — egad 
I ſhould die like a Traitor, were it Treaſon 
to kiſs thoſe Lips — faith, Widow, take 
me for thy Husband, view my Perſon well, 
does it not promiſe Heirs and Succeſſors — 
but faith I ſhall love thee roo well. 

D hugging her. 

Wid I'll have you toſs'd in a Blanket. 

Court. Content, Widow, but let there 
be Sheets tho', and thou ſhalt toſs me and 
retoſs me, — s' Death what an Armfull of 
Extacy is here. [Hill bugging ber.] 

Mid. Mr. Vulture, can you ſtand and ſee © 
a Woman inſulted thus. 

Vult. O fye, Sir, does this Uſage be- 
come a Gentleman. | 

Court. Doſt thou prate, old dry Bones, 
doſt thou want that mouldy Noſe, unſcrew'd 
from thy moth-eaten Face, chou old ſapleſs 
Broomſtick, that ſuch old Raſcals as thou 
ſhould have the Impudence to think of Mar- 
riage! 

Vult. Bear Witneſs, Madam, he calls me 
Raſcal, take Notice, Iam upon Preferment 
in the Way of Marriage, and ycu have 
call'd me Raſcal before my Miſtreſs, that 


will bear a {ſwinging Action, I'll ſwear the | 


Peace againſt you, put you in the Crown, 


clap an Action of Scandal upon you, and © 


let me alone to procure Damages. [ Exit. 
Wia. 
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nud. How durſt you ſtay in my Preſence 
after this Inſolence? 

Nec. I, Sir, how durſt you ſtay, how 
durſt you, I ſay ? 


Court. Now muſt I ſtop this Jade's | 


Mouth. 

Nec. Come Sir, why don't you anſwer, 
how came you in, how dare you ſtay, an- 
ſwer, anſwer, Sir? 

Court. Huſſey, if you don't hold your 
Tongue, I ſhall ſtop thar troubleſome 
Mouth with half a Piece.“ 

Nec. Do your worſt, I dare you to't, 
and pray Sir when it comes into your Head 
to come here again learn the Manners to — 

Court. To pay the Chamber Maid's Fees 
when I-come in. [Runs and kiſſes ber, and 
' puts Money in her Mouth. } 

Nec. O Madam, he has quite took my 
Breath away, I am not able to ſpeak another 
Word. 

Wid. Sir, you act as if you were really my 
Husband, but I deſire you would uſe theſe 
Freedoms where you have more Power, 
Court. Madam I hope I have ſome Pow- 
er and Influence here; at leaſt I preſume I 
ſhall have very ſoon. | 

Wid. You'r miſtaken, I aſſure you Sir, 
and ſo, Sir, adieu eternally. Exit Wid. 

Court. Well, there's no hopes of Succeſs ! 
find in this s Way, I muſt try what I can do 
5 


| (WEE 
*Nce by Stratagem- — Mrs. Neceſſary, pretty 
Mrs. Neceſſary, a word with thee pray. 


* Nec. O dear, Sir, I ſhall be glad if 1 
: can do you any Service. 

de's | Court. My Dear you are wondrous pret- 

ty [kiſſes her] what wanton Eyes thele are. 

yo Nec. O fye upon you, is this all your 

_ , Buſineſs with me? 8 8 

Caurt. No, no, my Sweet, | want a little 

A of your Aſſiſtance concerning your Lady. 

"_ Nee. O is that the Buſineſs, Sir, I'm 

oo ſorry I can't ſerve you, 

t, Court. Nay, Mrs. Neceſſary, now I know 


ad you jeſt, ler thoſe plead my Caule [Giving 
5 ber Money. | 
es Nec. Duce take you, you have ſuch | 6 


1d Way, one can deny you nothing. 
f Court. Well, Mrs. Neceſſary, I have laid 
* a Scheme to carry your Lad, this Night, 
> and if by thy Aſſiſtance I gain my Point, 
to them two Gnineas I'll join two hundred 
4 1 to Morrow Morning, for thy Break- 
aſt, 
ü Nec. Ay marry, Sir, this is bidding like 
1 a Gen leman, two hundred Guineas! why, 
*tis a Bribe for a Miniſter of State; well 
5 you Men are ſtrange obſtinate Creatures, 
you ſtick at nothing to ccmpaſs your De- 
ſigns. But hark, my Lady rings, I can't 
: receive your Inſtructions now; but you 
| may depend on my Aſſiſtance. 


T Court, 
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Court. I'Il wait for you below Stairs. 
Nec. Til be with you in a Moment. 

* | I[Exeunt. 
Enter Courtwell and Colonel, meeting. 
Court. Dear Colonel, I am glad I have 

found you; wiſh me Joy, Joy, Man. 
Col. Faith, I think there's no Occaſion, 


Joy fluſhes in thy Face, and ſparkles in thy 


Eyes, what art marry'd? 
Court, Humph, not quite, not directly 
nooz'd, but juſt ready to leap into the Con- 
jugal Snare. n 
Col. What then the Widow has conſented 
at laſt, Sir? 
Court. Conſented! no faith, not ſhe, nor 
knows nothing of the Matter, ha, ha, ha, 
egad, for what I know, ſhe's abed and 
aſleep, and mayn't ſo much as think of me 
in her Dreams: In ſhort, Colonel, finding 
no Proſpect of taking the Fort by Blockade, 
1 have brib'd the Governor to open the 
Gate and let me in at Midnight. 
Col. Why this is ſuch a Myftery, I can't 
ſee what you drive at. 
Court. Drive! why I drive at a Genera- 
tion of Boys and Girls, ad infinitum, I have 
laid ſuch a Plot, that I defy fickle Chance, 
and embrion Futurity to fruſtrate, in ſhort I 
deſign this Night to marry her in ſpite of 
her Teeth, and Bed her with all her Heart, 
come, come, Colonel I ſhall want your Aſiſ- 
tance; my Siſter is in the Secret, and * 
80 e 


(219 ) 3 
be there preſently in a Circle of Ladies to 
wiſh me Joy, ſome of the Men are there al- 


unt. ¶ ready, and a Band of Fidlers are ready to 
g. ſtrike up, at the leaſt Signal. 
nave Col. Oh! cry you Mercy, I begin to 
ſmell your Plot. 
on, | Euter Neceſſary 
thy Nec. Fye Mr. Courtwell you're an impa- 
tient Bridegroom, indeed! to be loitering 
ly IF here on your Wedding Day, and the poor 
on- Lady in a ſolitary Slumber I warrant; good 
Soul ſhe little thinks what Pains I've took 
ted for her, but 'tis my Duty to ſerve her by 
Night or by Day. Well we ſhall have a 
nor IF ſplendid Wedding, the Butchers, Bakers and 
ha, Confectioners are all buſy preparing, then 
and IF the Poulterer has already ſent in a Load of 
me IF various Fowl, and the Fiſhmonger ſo much 
ing I Fiſh, that the Cook - ſwears it would feaſt 
che Heliogabulus and his whole Train of Para- 


ſites; O I have diſpers'd the Fame of your 
Wedding into all Quarters, we ſhall have 
nc Company enough, you are to keep open 
| Houſe the honey Moon, Sir. 
ha Court. Well thou art an excellent Laſs, 
Ve and it ſhall go hard but I'll hinder thee 
CC, from leading Apes, if a Husband's to be 
TI had for Love or Money. | | 
of F Nec. Piſh, ſecure your ſelf a Wife firſt, 
it, come along, now is the time, I'll convey 
vou into my Lady's Chamber, and d'ye 
mind, when you have ſtript your ſelf, put 
be Ws 1 on 
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on Sir Thomas's Night Gown and Cap, and 
Slippers, they'r ready for you in your Cloſet 
that is to be, this dark Lanthorn will be 
uſcful too; follow me, Gentlemen, I'll be 
your Guide for once. [ Exit, 


SCENE the Widow's Houſe. 
 Fiddles, and Drums, and a Mob of People 


attending. 
Enter Colonel and ſeveral Gentlemen, 
Miranda (Courtwell's Siſter) with ſeveral] 
Lagkes. 
Col. Come, play Muſick, play briskly, in 
the mean time III knock at the Door, I'm 
reſolv*d to ſee the Bride. [ Drums beat, and 


Muſick plays, the Col. Knocks at the Door. | | 


Nec. | Looking out of her Lady's Window] 
Bleſs me what's the Matter Gentlemen, why 
do ye diſturb my Lady. | 

Col. Tell your Lady we are come to wiſh 
her Joy, Nay faith ſhe ſhall get up, we'll 
be reveng'd of her for making her Wedding 


a Secret, Mr. Courtwel], Mr. Courtwell ; 


give Orders to open the Door, for we'l] 


_ » Poſitively enter, nay we'll have no private 


Wedding. 5 9 5 

Mir. Come Fiddlers, play up another 
merry Strain, | Mufick again] we are come 
to wiſh yon much Joy, Lady Courtwell, nay 
we are refolv'd to ſee you; Come Colonel, 
you an Officer, and ſtand idle, lead us on, 
we'll ſoon make a Breach in the Fortifi- 
cations. | all forcing the Door it flies open.] 
SCENE 


well. 
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8 CEN E the inſide. Enter all. the 
Gentlemen end Ladies, 


Mirand. This is her Chamber _Door, 
Madam, Madam, my Lady Courtwell, let 
us in for we are reſolved to lee you. | 
Enter Widow in à looſe Gown as from Bed, 

and Neceſſary. | 

Wid. Dear Miranda x2! þ do you mean 
by this unſeaſonable Frolick, I vow your 
airy Temper tranſports you beyond the 
Rules of good Manners. 

Mir. You fee Ladies, what *tis to have 
: 1 how late theſe Brides lie in 

e 

 Wid. Husband, and Bride, what dye 
mean Miranda. 

Mir. O, la, you thought to ſteal a Wed- 
ding, but 'twas unkind, you might have 
let me into the Secret, Siſters, as we now 
are, ſhould not make a Myſtery of any 
Thing, but your ſerv'd right, all the Town 
knows of it by this. 

Omn. We wiſh you Joy Madam Court- 


Wid. Mivand this is barbarous, to ex- 
poſe me before Strangers. 

Mir. None but Friends here Madam — 
come what does this idle Bridegroom ye ſo 
long in Bed for, nay he ſhall rife. * 

Wid. Why you'r certainly out oy our 
Minh I marry'd! ycu dream. 

Mir, 
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Mir. Nay it ſignifies nothing to deny it, 
Sitter, I know, you were marry'd yeſterday 
Morning, to my Brother, come we'll fetch 
him out of Bed. | going in] 

Wid. Hold Miranda, I thought you 
had more Regard to the Decency of our 
Sex, than to carry Gentlemen into my 
Bed-chamber. | 
Mir. Pſha, Siſter you may hold the 
Door, but poſitively he ſhall get up, or 
we'll diſturb the whole Neighbourhood — 
play up Muſick —— we'll ferrit him out 
+ [exit. 

Mid. If you do, Iam ſure you muſt con- 
jure him in, firſt, — 

Enter Courtwell as from Bed in Night-gown, 
3 Cap and Slippers. 

. Ha, — O Heaven, which Way got he 

there ? 

Omn. * Mr. Courtꝛvell, we wiſh you 

oy, Joy, Joy. 
f "Ke; "++ SG and Ladies I am 
mightily obliged to you for your good 
'Wiſhes, but I muſt own I ſhould gladly - 
have ſpared you the Trouble of this Com- 
pliment, ſince it was the deſire of my fair 
Spouſe, our Nuptials ſhould be a Secret. — 
Upon my Soul Tant imagine how you all 
came to know it — come my Dear don't 
be out of Humour, you ſee *tis impoſſible 
to conceal our Marriage any longer. 


Vid. 


= & 


(223) 85 


Wid. Any longer, why thou audacious 


Wretch, art thou not aſnam' d? 


bn Court. Not I, as I hope for Mercy, Ma- 


dam, no, no, I think myſelf the happieſt 

Man in the Univerſe, in the Poſſeſſion of 

ſuch a charming Bride. 
Wid I ſee this is a vile Confederacy, 


and I ſuppoſe Miranda is the main Inſtru- 


ment, with a Deſign to trick me into a 
Marriage with her audacious Brother. 
Court. Come, come, my Dear, prithee 
diſperſe theſe unhandſome Frowns, I vow 
you will carry the Jeſt roo fa. 
Wid. Why thou haſt an aſtoniſhing Im- 
pudence, but if it be poſſible to raiſe a 
Bluſh in that Front of Braſs, I'll try. 


Come hither Neceſſary, pray fatisfy theſe 


Gentlemen and Ladies what you know of 
this Affair, and I charge you ſpeak the 
Truth, „ >; EY 
Nec. Nay Madam, that Charge is need- 
leſs, for I never told a Lye in my Life. 
Court, Ay, ay, d'ye hear Neceſſary, tell 
the Truth, now your Lady has given you 
Leave. N 
Nec. Then I muſt needs own you have 
wedded and bedded my Lady. 
Court. Your humble Servant my Dear, 
nay Gentlemen and Ladies you ſhall all be 
[:tisfied, Sir, you'r a Gentleman and I hope 
will ſpeak Truth, what ſay you? 


En 


. 


as Witnefs, the Caſe is clear. | 


men and Ladies might entertain ſome Suſ- 


that we have been in Bed together. 
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Fit Gent. Sir, I gave this Lady in Mar- 
riage, I was the Father. 
Court. Sir ſhall I beg the Favour of you. 
Second Gent. dir I granted the Licence. 
Court. Very well Sir, and Reverend Sir, 
what ſay you. 
Third Gent. Verily J join'd theſe two 
which let no Man ſeparate. 
Col. What have you got the Parſon here 


tl 


Court. Nay Gentlemen this is a Point of, 
Honour, what ſay you Mrs. Neceſſary, you 
us'd to lye with your Lady. 

Nec. Sir When I put you and your Lady 
to Bed laſt Night, I knew my Duty and 
retir'd. : | 

Court. Gentlemen, I am ſorry I am put 
to call Witneſſes to a Matter fo evident, 
but I am exceeding tender of the Reputa- 
tion of my fair Wife; theſe other Gentle- 


9 


| 


picions to the Prejudice of her Honour, 
were I not ſo particular in my Evidence; 
and becauſe I know it would be in vain, 
(after what you have ſeen,) for me to deny 


Col. Madam I am ſurpris'd you ſhould 
be ſuch an Enemy to your Fame, to per ſiſt 
in denying your Marriage. 

Wid. I ſhall burſt with Rage — what 
can I do in this Affair, Sir, Mr. Courtwel!, 
pray give me leave to ſpeak a Word witl 
you in private. Court 


„ „„ wo ed BY „ of EY ed &*7 
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Mar. 
you. 


e. 
Sir, 


two! 
here 


it off 
you 


dy 


and 


put 


uUta- 
ntle- 
Suſ- 
Ou", 
nce ; 
rain, 


deny 


2Uuld 
r ſiſt 


phat 
vell, 
vic h 


1/101 


the Agreement [kiſſes her.) 


RA 


. 
Caurt. Ay, with all my Heart my Dear. 


Wid. Pray Sir do you deſign to perſiſt in 


ch Tee, — 
Court. Yes, indeed Madam, I do. | 
Wid. And don't you think you have a 
great deal of Impudence. | 
Court, Hump! Madam a Sort of modeſt 
— Je ſufficient to carry me thro? 
ſuch an Affair. 29% 
Wid. Why you won't pretend to make 
me believe, you have marry'd me and 
bedded me, will you. Gor te 
Court. Yes Madam I ſhall be apt to do 
that before I have done with you; but for 
the paſt Time, I have only made my 
Friends believe ; our of Hundreds not above 
half a Dozen know any other, and thoſe few 
will all ſwear in the Affirmative; you know 
better 
if you would preſerve your Reputation, and 
avoid being laught ar, e'en come into my 


| Deſign and own a Marriage with me, 


have a Licence in my Pocket, and there is a 
Parſon, come here by my Appointment ; 


we will flip out while he does his Office, 


and return to our Friends, have a merry 
Feaſt, and a Bottle and a Dance, and then 
to Bed and get a Brace of Boys to inheric 
their Mother's Beauty. —- 
Wid. And their Father's Modeſty. 
Court. Right my Dear, and thus I ſeal - 


Wig. 


but come Widow hear Reaſon, 


wy (6226) 
Ii. There's irreſiſtible Perſuaſion in 
W Lips, and g deal of Rbetorick in his 
EKiſſes t ring to the an | 
; Well, Gentry, I "find bis Sous dy 
ic any longer I am'=— what ſhall I.fay > 
Court. prompting ber] I am marry d. 
Mid. Iam marry'd —— I would have 
conceal'd it a while, for ſome important 
Reaſon, | but tis too late, and. now freely 
own I am marry'd to this Gentleman. 

a Court. Let me kiſs the ſweet Lips that 
ſpeaks it. | 
, Omn: We wiſh you Joy, — [ alte ber. 
Court n. er the Fair delays 15 lon by" $9 


9 0 . 
E bat can n more charm han 3 a- 
(7 rick like this. 


